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CHAPTER I 



TMM COMPANIOKABLB AUTHOB 



STEVENSON IS one of the companionable au- 
thors. He has been able, in an unusual degree, 
to give himself out to his readers, to share with 
them his purposes, his tastes, his experience of life. 
For it is in the mutual appreciation of these things 
that congeniality between people usually begins, and 
it is in the stimulus, the suggestion, the criticism 
to be derived from them that companionship is al- 
ways fostered. The best friends are they who 
share fully and imaginatively each other's purposes, 
tastes, and past experience. And if this is the gist 
of a man's relation to his fellows, it may also be the 
secret of his intimacy with his companionable books. 
In the case of Stevenson and his readers this seems 
to be especially full of meaning. 

Doubtless there is a distinction between a man's 
favorite books and his most companionable author. 
Every man capable of literary friendship has, or 
may have, a few books peculiarly his ozvn, in which 

1 



2 STEVENSON 

he feels himself dwelling with the characters or oo 
a journey with them, discovering from them not 
only their ideas but his own, just as one does in the' 
conversation of life, with surprise and satisfaction. 
But it is only the great books which are thus human, 
books with lifelong friends, books to be often revis- 
ited. Your companionable books are those you have 
reread. That is the first definition of them, and it 
corresponds to what mi^t be said of your best 
friends, for are not the companionable books those 
which you begin to realize you will always be re- 
reading, much as you keep dropping in on your best 
friends? Such books, like friends, are rare; you 
can not often discover them just for the seeking, 
and, having suspected their kinship, you must culti- 
vate them with all the sympathy and intelligence 
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a personal interest — a man whose mind you know, 
whose temper you have grown used to, whose char- 
acter you iove, because they are his. You know his 
laolis, and you are his defender; you know his 
virtues, and you are his critic. He belongs to you. 
He may be centuries old and of towering fame, he 
may have died obscurely last week ; but he is yours, 
your part of tliis world's genius. 

The companionable author, whether great or 
small in mtellectual stature, is of more value to you 
who possess him than any of his books. I had al- 
most said, than any book. Especially does this ap- 
pear to be true in the case of Robert Louis Steven- 
son, who has written no long sustained great work 
of art, but whose literary production as a whole 
makes him the fluent, easy, sympathetic, encourag- 
ing companion par excellence, whom to know, in 
tii» good and in his less good, is always a personal 
and companionable experience. For if he has left 
OS no very great books, he has instead left us him- 
k1(, and that more completely and confidingly, and 
hence, to th'jtse who like him, more enjoyably, than 
pnhaps any other modem writer. He lives as a 
pan of everything he writes, naturally, without 
wUltty, though in many a different dress and pose 
iof which his fancy and his genial egotism gave 
him the zest. 

the genial egotist — that is his literary character. 
H you do not like him, you do not like his books. 
*-* style e'est I'homme;" and in Stevenson's case, 
" *s, "L'homme c'rst tout." You may know easily 
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whether you like him ; too easily some would say, 
who prefer more reserve, more subtlety, who find 
their truest delight in Henry James, who like their 
Thackeray the better for his long, fascinating game 
of hide-and-seek with the reader round the comers 
of the comedy, and Meredith for the smile of baf- 
fling irony that vaguely marks his presence on the 
scene. Stevenson is accessible and intimate. Not 
only does he exist bodily in one of the best biogra- 
phies and in four surpassing volumes of letters, but 
also in nearly every romance, essay and tale which 
came from his pen. He had the autobiographic 
habit. It makes the warp and woof of his art 
His chief motive seems to be to reintroduce himself 
and his history to the reader until he Is on the per- 
sonal footing of an old friend. 
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; to your fancy. If tli«y arc, trust him; he will 
be gJad to show you around. Have you a taste for 
old Urns, for smugglers and pirates and all kinds of 
sea-dogs, for the wind in the rigging and the smell 
of oakum? Is your fancy haunted with strange 
islands, tropical forests, cargoes of champagne, coral 
reefs, and buried treasure? He will know how to 
do by you properly. Do you care for walking tours, 
roadside gossip, sleeping out under the stars, or a 
fire, a change of clothes, and a whiff of comfortable 
tobacco to help you think it all over again? Then 
Stevenson is your man. Or do you happen to feel 
that Ufe is as humdrum as a kitchen stove and all 
the world made of dust and money, that you have 
forgotten bow to play and that work is only a way 
of killing time? Perhaps Stevenson will put you 
right and be very agreeable about it too. Are you 
in danger of forgetting how it feels to be young 
or what is the fun of growing old ; is your health 
dwindling and your courage not increasing to match 
tile issue: does your wife appear unromantic and 
fienilous about the future, and is she given to a 
lol of Grundyism, and you to other forms of spe- 
ooas morality, in short, are you both becoming as 
trite as two slicks? Stevenson is your doctor — 
of medicine and of philosophy. His medicine is 
iboaghi and his philosophy laughter; and you are 
not worthy of your rightful share in him if you 
4' nol take them alternately in large doses. He will 
finally teach you to prescribe for yourself. 
Novf. of course, he will want to do most of the 
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talking and to talk much about himself: That ts a 
condition of his companionship. He will expect 
you to admire him when he says a good thing, to 
enjoy his gesticulations and to unlimber a little in 
return. And if you happen to have no enthusiasm 
for amusing trivialities, for toy soldiers and ghost 
stories and castles in the air, maps and plans and the 
unendable beginnings of many things in his con- 
tinual child's play, you must still pretend, you must 
play-act now and then to the top of your bent, or 
you will spoil his fun. He is a child, a wise youth, 
a mature man, a blind adventurer, or an ardent, 
hopeful dreamer, as the kaleidoscope of his nature 
turns. But he is always himself and never confus- 
ing. His romances do not always have a clear goal, 
and his romantic philosophy is sometimes paradox- 
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igo, and you were perhaps, like me, a schoolboy 
jusi launching on your first voyage in the real books, 
a voj-age that once properly started never comes to 
an OKt Has not Stevenson at least helped you to 
prolong it? It is twenty years since he died; but 
socDcwhcre off the edge of the known world, so the 
legend goes, his adventure continues, and we may 
all follow it- Remembering his companionship, we 
follow in our real adventures. Or for the moment 
bdting any to our fancy, we sit down by our fire- 
sides to live out the philosophy of youth with Virgin- 
Sms Pnerisque; or, in illustration, start once more 
with Dennis de Beauheu into the hostile town, or 
plod fearsomely through the snow with Fran<;ois 
Villon to knock on the Seigneur de Brisetout's door. 
We ttim the page to smile at Franchard's optimism, 
or at Prince Florizel's bravado, so like the bravado 
and optimism of R. L. S., so genial, so sustaining. 
The night wears on, the page glows brighter, our 
wrortdliness, our mistakes, our truisms, fall from us, 
and when we at last put out the candle it is in an- 
other country, the country of the romance and the 
idealism of youth. 

II 

Stevenson is so whimsical, so mobile, so full of 

fanciea, experiments and surprises, that he is not 

be described far in advance. We shall see him 

rou^ his books, as we come to them; and since 

'-.ey are so truly the mirror of his whole hfe, and 
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correspoad, the best of them, to the best of his 
hopes, we shall so arrange our discussion of their 
philosophy and their art that it may be illuminated 
by the facts and the hopes of hts career. We shall 
see him Brst in certain essays and poems as a fan- 
ciful, playful child, living in his father's house in 
a world of his own, and developing the peculiarly 
youthful imagination that governs his maturest art. 
That his ambition to use this im^nation in litera- 
ture formed under his father's eyes directly counter 
to the interests of the family profession, determines 
the first act in the drama of his life. We shall see 
him next, in various books and sketches, having his 
way, making the seemingly irresponsible and vaga- 
bond experiments his heart was set on and proving 
that the splendid inheritance of nervous energy from 
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e actrords with his experience whether announced 
before or after. He is that rare man who appears, 
in spite of jarring difBcdties in life, to have seen 
it whole and to have made the most of it. 

Let me briefly describe some of the general pe- 
cnlioritics that belong alike to this man and to his 
books. 

In than both the inherent and personal quality is 
romance. What I mean here by romance is this: 
Stevenson was so fond of using his imagination 
ibaaX all matters, of "supposing," as he used to say, 
that to him nothing looked as it might to the ordi- 
lary person. Nothing appeared obvious, and until it 
itnick bis fancy in some peculiar light he did not 
tare to think about it at all. This was part of his 
egotism, which was, in most respects, a poetic 
egoHsRL At times, it is true, this makes his style and 
his attitude only appear forced or strange; far oft- 
ener it makes him think and act freely and originally. 
For it Is through a poetic imagination that he be- 
cotnes individual. But his romantic independence, 
with its resulting criticism of the conventional world, 
was not in any sense unsocial. Though he rebelled 
against the accepted ideas of respectability, morals 
md religion, he is not a rebel. He is, like Addison, 
Eke Hazlitt, like Lamb, the genial, if somewhat satir- 
ical, critic of humanity. Like them he is first of all 
■ocial; only you must take him as he is — and he in- 
ibts on being taken, you can not ignore him — in his 
tah coOarand old velvet jacket. His eccentricities, in 
bet, ierved him as points of contact with the world. 
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If they increased his feeling of self, th^ also 
helped him to get more action out of life; they pre- 
vented the stale from growing too stale, and called 
adventure from otherwise calm seas. Stevenson 
always remained peculiarly sensitive to life. His 
rough experience never made him callous. Hence 
his ultimate philosophy is marked by no detachmott 
or aloofness from the world. His moral force of 
character and the chief thought of his serious writ- 
ing is best described by the words cheerful courage. 
It comes from his own experience of life. It is 
intimate, not theoretic. All courage is not cheerful 
Some of it is grim, stem, and unsocial, the cour^;e 
of the man who takes the bit in the teeth or who 
bolsters up his spirit with zeal. There is a sense 
of humor in Stevenson's courage, a sense of propor- 
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with queer doings, and gave away a lot of good 
hard-earned Scolcli money to French ne'er-do-weels 
in Paris and Barbizon. Stevenson was eccentric. 
He had a temper. He was a sensitive and often irri- 
table invalid. He was not very orderly in his way 
of living, and seemed to be largely incapable of tak- 
ing decent precautions for the sake of his health. 
He liked now to magnify his troubles and now to 
mike naught of them, as we all do in order to be 
martyrs or heroes in our fancy. He liked to dress 
queerly for the sake of the sensation it gave him 
to be outwardly different from other people, and 
Ihca to take offense at those who could not see 
through his disguise. He had a wonderful gift for 
exaggeration, for becoming fascinated with his own 
Sights of fancy and with the words of his mouth. 
He never presented exactly a standard of excellence, 
aod yoa can say little about him that you must not 
toon contradict- Yet such a statement does not in- 
talidatc the essential consistency of the man, if you 
iaiowhiin. 

Tbe poptilar idea of Stevenson is the true one. 
I have no new picture to offer. He is the Stevenson 
of his own books, and by them we shall see him. 



CHAPTER II 



CHILD S FLAY 



AMONG the characteristic amusements of Ste- 
venson was his game of fancy about what he 
called his antenatal life. Most of us think of our 
ancestors a few generations back only a little less im- 
personally than of the presidents of the United 
States, but Stevenson always felt that he was bound 
in and with his forebears. Some part of their ad- 
ventures still stirred in his blood like physical mem- 
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m his father and grandfather, followers of that 
hardest and most fascinating of adventurous call- 
ing*, lighthouse building. This was the family pro- 
iession. The Stevensons had built the most famous 
lights on the Scotch coast, Bell Rock and Skerry- 
vort. T^mas Stevenson, as his father before him, 
wras sole engineer to the Northern Board of Lights; 
and though Louis was too delicate in health when 
the time came to take up this work in earnest, he 
nevertheless had in his nerves the grim determina- 
ticn it would have required. He was to use it to 
bonle against even more terrible elements than sea 
«r>d wind. From these men he liked to think he 
had hi» love of far adventure, his intense love of the 
sa and of the open road. His immediate relation- 
ihip with his father was not, however, always a 
happy one. His father, a whimsical and extremely 
isaginative man with a peculiar gift for bizarre 
cDorersation, was of a stem, moody, melancholic 
diqxtsition. He was loo much like his son on one 
nde. loo violently different on another, ever to un- 
derstand him well. Louis's mother, a brilliant and 
tieerfnl woman, with a zest for society and an un- 
osaal literary taste, came of a family of Scotch 
divines; and her son's peculiar streak of gay mor- 
ality, the piquant optimism that tinges all his essays 
ind the philosophy of nearly all his heroes of fic- 
tion, is the fancied inheritance from her. "About 
the very cradle of the Scot there goes a hum of 
■Tctaphysical divinity," writes Stevenson in one of 
a nroralizings on this aspect of his character. 
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It was at his clergyman grandfather's house, 
Colinton Manse, a few miles from Edinburgh, that 
his childhood was largely passed ; and his ancestral 
adventures on both sides of the family, described 
in that "memory and portrait" which he calls "The 
Manse," will serve to introduce us, after his own 
fanciful fashion, to Stevenson himself. 

"Now I often wonder what I have inherited from 
this old minister. I must suppose, indeed, that he 
was fond of preaching sermons, and so am I. though 
I never heard it maintained that either of us loved 
to hear them. He sought health in his youth in 
the Isle of Wight, and I have sought it in both hemi- 
spheres ; but whereas he found and kept it, I am still 
on the quest. He was a great lover of Shakespeare, 
whom he read aloud, I have been told, with taste; 
well, I love my Shakespeare also, and am persuaded 
I can read him well, though I own I never have been 
told so. He made embroidery, designing his own 
patterns; and in that kind of work I never made 
anything but a kettle-holder in Berlin wool and an 
odd garter of knitting, which was as black as the 
chimney before I had done with it. He loved port, 
and nuts and porter; and so do I, but they agreed 
better with my grandfather, which seems to me a 
breach of contract. He had chalk-stones in his fin- 
gers; and these, in good time. I may possibly inherit, 
but I would much rather have inherited his noble 
presence. Try as I please, I cannot join myself on 
with the reverend doctor; and aU the while, no 
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doubt, and even as I write the phrase, he moves in 
my blood and whispers words to mc, and sits effi- 
dcnt in the very knot and center of my being. In 
his garden, as I played there, I learned the love of 
mills — or had I an ancestor a miller? — and a kind- 
ness for the neighborhood of graves, as homely 
thinp not without their poetry — or had I an ances- 
tor a sexton? But what of the garden where he 
played himself? — for that. too. was a scene of my 
education. Some part of me played there in the 
eighteenth century, and ran races under the green 
ircnue at Pilrig; some part of me trudged up 
Leith Walk, which was still a country place, and sat 
00 the Hi^ School benches, and was thrashed, per- 
haps, by E>octor Adam. The house where I spent 
my youth was not yet thought upon ; but wc made 
holiday parties among the cornfields on its site, and 
ate strawberries and cream near by at a gardener's. 
An this I had forgotten, only my grandfather re- 
membered and once reminded me. 1 have forgot- 
ten, loo. how we grew up, and took orders, and went 
to oor first Ayrshire parish, and fell in love with 
and married a daughter of Bums's Doctor Smith — 
'Sntith opens out his cauld harangues.' I have for- 
|c(ten, but I was there all the same, and heard 
stories of Bums at first hand. 

"And tbere is a thing stranger than all that ; for 
this homunculus or part-man of mine that walked 
ihout (he eighteenth century with Doctor Balfour 
in his youth, was in the way of meeting other 
hmmncuios or part-men, in the persons of my 
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other ancestors. These were of a lower order, and 
doubtless we looked down upon them duly. But as 
I went to college with Doctor Balfour, I may have 
seen the lamp and oil man taking down the shutters 
from his shop beside the Tron ; — we may have had 
a rabbit-hutch or a bookshelf made for us by a cer- 
tain carpenter in I know not what wynd of the old, 
smoky city; or, upon some holiday excursion, we 
may have looked into the windows of a cottage in 
a flower-garden and seen a certain weaver plying 
his shuttle. And these were all kinsmen of mine 
upon the other side; and from the eyes of the lamp 
and oil man, one-half of my unborn father and one- 
quarter of myself, looked out upon us as we went by 
to college. Nothing of all this would cross the 
mind of the young student, as he posted up the 
Bridges with trim, stockinged legs, in that city of 
cocked hats and good Scotch, still unadulterated. 
It would not cross his mind that he should have a 
daughter; and the lamp and oil man, just then 
beginning, by a not unnatural metastasis, to bloom 
into a light-house engineer, should have a grandson ; 
and that these two, in the fulness of time, should 
wed; and some portion of that student himself 
should survive yet a year or two longer in the per- 
son of their child. 

"But our ancestral adventures are beyond even 
the arithmetic of fancy; and it is the chief recom- 
mendation of long pedigrees that we can follow 
backward the careers of our homunculi and be re- 
minded of our antenatal lives. Our conscious years 
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an btit a moment in the history of the elements 
ihai build us. Are you a bank clerk, and do you Uve 
ii Ptckham? It was not always so. And though lo- 
(fay I am only a man of letters, either tradition errs 
or I was present when there landed at St, Andrews 
i French barber-surgeon, to tend the health and the 
beard of the great Cardinal Beaton ; I have shaken 
i spear in the Debatable Land and shouted the slo* 
gan of the Elliots; I was present when a skipper, 
plying from Dundee, smuggled Jacobites to France 
titer the '15; I was in a West India merchant's 
office, perhaps next door to Bailie Nichol Jarvie's, 
and fnanagcd the business of a plantation in St. 
Kitt's; I was with my engineer- grand father (the 
ton<tn-l3w of the lamp and oil man) when he sailed 
north about Scotland on the famous cruise that gave 
BS the Pirate and the Lord of the Isles; I was with 
him, too, on the Bell Rock, in the fog, when the 
SmeatOH had drifted from her moorings, and the 
Aberdeen men, pick in hand, had seized upon the 
only boats, and he must stoop and lap sea-water 
before his tongue could utter audible words; and 
woee more with him when the Bell Rock beacon 
took a 'thrawe,' and his workmen fled into the 
tower, then nearly finished, and he sat unmoved read- 
ing in his Bible — or affecting to read — till one after 
inotber slimk back with confusion of countenance 
to their engineer. Yes, parts of me have seen life, 
and met adventures, and sometimes met them well. 
Aad away in the still cloudier past, the threads that 
make me up can be traced by fancy into the bosoms 
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of thousands and millions of ascendants ; Picts who 
rallied round Macbeth and the old (and hi^y 
preferable) system of descent l^ females, fleers 
from before the legions of Agricola, marchers in 
Pannonian morasses, star-gazers on Chaldean pla- 
teaus; and, furthest of all, what face is this that 
fancy can see peering through the disparted 
branches? What sleeper in green tree-tops, what 
muncher of nuts, concludes my pedigree? Proba- 
bly arboreal in his habits. . . . 

"And I know not which is the more strange; that 
I should carry about with me some fibres of my 
minister-grandfather; or that in him, as he sat in 
his cool study, grave, reverend, contented gentle- 
man, there was an abori^nal frisking of the blood 
that was not his; tree-top memories; like undevel- 
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> a moral, was to be his chief originality 
iTauthor, So his playful fancy is here very sig- 
nific2nt. 

Bui the more immediate reality of his inheritance 
appears in a weak chest and tendency to colds which 
be inherited from his mother, and which during 
diildhood caused him to be taken continually to the 
shore at North Berwick or to Colinton for the bet- 
ter air. A fler moving twice in the city before he 
was eight years old, the family settled at 17 Heriot 
Row. on high ground, with a view from the back 
wiadows of the house over the Water of LeJth. 
Stevenson was so delicate that, much of the time, 
even when he had begun to go to school, he was a 
homed boy; and not until after two winters spent 
in Mentone, when he was thirteen and fourteen, 
does the struggle against sickness appear to have 
abated, and then only for a few years. 

Though this was largely the fault of the Scotch 
climate, which he hated, he was to the end of his 
hit, so much of which he lived in foreign lands, a 
tfaorodgh Scot. He is among those famous Scots, 
Kke Bums and Sir Walter, who have definitely in- 
creased tile fund of patriotism in the whole world 
by their romantic feeling for their own land. For 
peiltaps no race loves its racial and tribal home so 
nncfa as does his. "Scotland," an old man said to 
oie once, after boasting of the vigorous climate of 
ius country, "is a hard mother to her sons. That is 
why we are all so great!" She proved a hard 
r to Stevenson ; and I think she had much to 
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do with making him great, in spite of her terrible 
weather and sea fogs which nearly killed him, and 
which finally drove him forever from her shores. 
No country has had a greater hold on the imagina- 
tion of its people or has been more stimulating to 
effort. 

"A Scottish child hears much of shipwrcdc, out- 
lyit^ iron skerries, pitiless breakers, and great sea- 
li^ts; much of heathery moimtains, wild clans, and 
hunted Covenanters. Breaths come to him in song 
of the distant Cheviots and the ring of foraying 
hoofs. He glories in his hard>6sted forefathers, of 
the iron girdle and the handful of oatmeal, who 
rode so swiftly and lived so sparely cm their raids. 
Poverty, ill-luck, enterprise, and constant resolu- 
lion are the fibres of the legend of his country 




CHILD'S PLAY 31 

Stevenson's childhood is a etory of a rather iin- 
succnsful struggle against ill health with a resulting 
gr&ivih of imaginative sensitiveness as the boy, 
dqjri^Td of physical activity, turned his energy 
m«ard; for nervous energy Stevenson had to a 
nnurkable degree. Moreover he had a sort of 
tooghness, bom perhaps of this very combat with 
iliscase. and a buoyancy of disposition that dispelled 
mental lassitude in the midst of illness. One of 
Stevenson's chief characteristics, and most impor- 
ttnt in understanding his pliilosophy, was developed 
e»rly. As a result of the bad Scotch weather and 
hij confinement to the house, he learned to play in 
his mind as perhaps no perfectly healthy child ever 
learns. He was an only child, and much of his play 
wa* by himself. For this reason, perhaps, his war 
les were more elaborate, more logically con- 
His ship on the stairs, the horseman gal- 
ing by on windy nights who haunted his imag- 
the "shadow marcli," his hunter's camp 
the sofa, about all of which you may read 
A Child's Garden of Verses, were matters of 
vivid importance to him than they could have 
been to most children who had constant outdoor 
activities to fill tlieir days with reality and their 
MEhu with sleep, 

"AH round the house is the jet-black night; 

It stares through the window-pane; 
It crawls in the comers, hiding from thtt light, 

And it moves with the moving flame. 
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"Now my little heart goes a-beating like a drum. 
With the breath of the Bogie in my hair; 

And all round the candle the crooked shadows come. 
And go marching along up the stair. 

"The shadow of the balusters, the shadow of the 
lamp, 
The shadow of the child that goes to bed — 
All the wicked shadows coming, tramp, tramp, 
tramp. 
With the black night overhead." 
— "Shadow March," A Child's Garden of Verses. 

And behind the sofa, approached by the forest track 
all in the dark along the wall — 

"There, in the night, where none can spy. 
All in my hunter's camp 1 lie, 
And play at books that I have read 
Till it is time to go to bed. 

"These are the hills, these are the woods. 
These are my starry solitudes; 
And there the river by whose brink 
The roaring lions come to drink. 

"I see the others far away 
As if in firclit camp they lay, 
And I, like to an Indian scout. 
Around their party prowled about. 

"So when my nurse comes in for me. 
Home I return across the sea. 
And go to bed with backward looks 
At my dear land of Story-books." 
— "The Land of Story-Bocks," A Child's Garden 
of Verses. 
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He has told of all this in a paper quoted by Mr. 
Balfour in his Life of Sin'enson; and in many auto- 
Mi^raphtcal essays he has described how he was 
i!»a always at play, living in "a purely visionary 
'iitc." No part of his life Stevenson was fonder 
' i returning to and moralizing about than the play 
til urs and story-books of childhood. They colored 
■ th cheerfulness his whole after experience ; and a 
diild who did not know how to invent, to play with 
lett in bis own mind, he always regarded as a pitiful 
and ralhcr unhappy sort of creature. His wife tells 
f his watching the games of some children at 
-nmeniouth, and of his disgust at a generation 
iVii had forgotten how to play. "I see." he ex- 
tlainied, "the approaching decline of England!" 
Eat, no doubt, as his wife observes, it requires some- 
''lifig like genius to play as Stevenson played. It 
: loircs, at least, a special nervous energy which is 
; diief part of genius, and also it requires that 
■^-'e quahty of memory that sharpens rather than 
;;Hs interest, that makes memory a source of inven- 
■ '0, of ability to vary and to continue. Obviously 
" .-my children have played nearly as well as Steven- 
■a But have they continued it? Conventional 
>_.rts usually supersede the games of fancy, and 
icept for an occasional return during some "pas- 
riX' affair, the spirit of make-believe dies out and 
^ forgotten when we are no more than A. B.'s. 
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III 

Stevenson's distinction, and the frequent distinc- 
tion of genius, is shown in the fact that he did not 
forget, that a very small part of his accomplishment 
went to waste. Being a thoroughgoing evolutionist 
in regard to his own personality, he himself traces a 
close connection between his mature play, the play 
of his productive genius, and child's play. He and 
his cousin Bob (R. A. M. Stevenson) grew up from 
the stage when they ate buttercups in the back yard 
as shipwrecked sailors, or spent whole days in draw- 
ing maps to help them And their adventurous way 
across imaginary continents to the stage when they 
wrote out these tales for a magazine they "edited." 
There were in fact many of these magazines. Louis's 
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"Sktltdoni," to which Stevenson pays the homage 
dC genius in "A Penny Plain," was a land of glam- 
ourous melodrama which so took hold of the boy's 
imagination tliat it is now impossible to say how 
Dodiof Treasure Island, Kidnapped, and other such 
liles we may not owe to it. In SkeUdum, for a 
ptoi}', the sickly Iray was a hero of romance, and if 
\k soon passed on to tlie higher and more spacious 
fields of glory in Dumas he already bore some hon- 
iti with him. 

"I have, at different times, possessed Aladdin, 
The Red Rover, The Blind Boy. The Old Oak 
Chest, The Wood Da:mon, Jack Shcppard, The 
UiSer and His Men, Der Freischiits, The Smuggler, 
The Forest of Bondy, Robin Hood, The Water- 
win, Richard I, My Poll and My Parttur Joe, The 
iKktape Bell (imperfect), and Three-Fingered 
lack, the Terror of Jamaica; and I have assisted 
■jthcrs in the illtmiination of The Maid of the Inn 
»nd The Battle of Waterloo. In tliis roll-call of 
Kining names you read the evidences of a happy 
dnldhood." These pieces of literature he bought 
(ora penny "plain." "I cannot deny." he continues, 
"^aX Joy attended the illumination ; nor can I quite 
(wjive that child who, wilfully foregoing pleasure. 
iloDps to "twopence coloured.' With crimson lake 
HiaA to the sound of it — crimson lake! — the horns 
! eltland are not richer on the ear) — with crim- 
>.n lake and Prussian blue a certain purple is to be 
caofoimded which, for cloaks especially, Titian 
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could not equal. The latter colour with gamboge, a 
hated name although an exquisite pigment, suf^Ued 
a green of such a savory greenness that to-day my 
heart regrets it. Nor can I recall without a tender 
weakness the very aspect of the water where I 
dipped my brush. Yes, there was pleasure in the 
painting. But when all was painted, it is needless 
to deny it, all was spoiled." — "A Penny Plain and 
Twopence Coloured," Memories and Portraits. 

The psychology of "Child's Play" Stevenson has 
described in an essay of that title. It is art for art's 
sake; that is the gist of it. In Stevenson's case the 
imagination of the man, the useful and romantic 
imagination, is clearly suggested in what he has told 
us of his infancy. "An author must live in a book 
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kttyle. He remembers vividly his first great inter- 
ct in Rob Roy, and records that such phrases as 
"the worthy Doctor Lightfoot" — "mistrysted with 
1 bogle" — "a wheen green trash" — "Jemiy, lass, I 
ifiink 1 ha'c her" — were henceforth part of his dia- 
iecL It is also in "Rosa Quo Loconim" that he tells 
ibout his discovery of reading. He had been play- 
ing all day. and toward evening being sent on an 
cmnd to the village, he took along a book of fairy 
tiles. Going down through a firwood in the mag- 
niScent sunset light and reading as he walked, he 
pxpcrienced a sudden great shock of pleasure the 
recollection of which never left him and for the 
itst of his life touched the mere process of explor- 
ing a book with ronunce. 

The remarkable thing is not that Stevenson had 
these experiences, which I believe are the common 
experiences of imaginative children, but that Ste- 
RtuoD continued all his life to be thus sensitive, and 
especially that he kept up a sensational memory of 
the pasL He says somewhere that he is one of the 
few people who really remembers his past. The 
more one knows about men of artistic genius, the 
more one realizes that this kind of memory is an 
Kssiocntc condition of such genius, and often an 
explanation of it. In the minds of the artists there 
m few waste sensations. In the productions of 
genius everything has counted. Writing at the end 
uf his life in Samoa, he gives us a picture of his 
drildhcod in Edinburgh, which in this connection 
it will pay the reader to look at. It is quoted at the 
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end of the third chapter in Balfour's Life. It is 
not a description of Edinburgh; it is in reality a 
picture of his mind, of his vivid memory of "inar- 
ticulate but profound impressions," as he walked 
with his nurse "gaping on the universe." 

IV 

There was, as mij^t be expected, another side to 
this unusual sensitiveness of imagination. Very 
early he developed his extraordinary capacity for 
suffering — suffering which was, however, positive 
and creative. It was part of Stevenson's equipment 
for close contact with life. In his grave illnesses as a 
child, the feverish hours of waiting for dawn which 
he describes to us are the beginnings of a kind of 
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0*11 cheerful religious views, and Louis did not dare 
tO|D to sleep for fear of waking in the Hames of the 
underworld. In the morning he would be feverish 
indilL 

And yet Stevenson would not have given up these 
diin^. Which of us, in fact, does not look back on 
ixh experiences as the better and romantic part of 
!ife? Anything in order to have felt! Reality is 
lqIj- what we experience now. It is wholly circum- 
scribed. The past, like the future, is a dream, and 
opadJe of infinite expansion. It transcends fact 
ortnilh and becomes a widening field of adventure. 

"The past," Stevenson argued, "is a!l of one tex- 
tare — whether feigned or suffered." One recollec- 
tion may be vivid, another may be dull, but which is 
true and which merely a dream there is "not one 
bair (o prove.'" What does our past then amount to? 
Would vtc not be just the same Smith or Robinson 
■ere it truth or dream? A metaphysician might 
ar^oe it away entirely. But though fancy and fact, 
a few years gone, are so much alike as to be indis- 
ttngnishable, imagine us robbed of these "air-painted 
pictuna," this romance of memory which we call 
nor past — how circumscribed would be our outlook I 
Without a romantic picture of our past in the back 
<•( onr brains, could there be any romantic vision of 
tlie future before our eyes? Dreams and memories 
—they extend the lives of those who cultivate them 
^e)'ond the lives of their more practical minded 
neighbors and, as I say, make a field of ever fresh 
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Stevenson, the evolutionist, definitely connects 
this kind of dreaming with the growth of his ge- 
nius ; and for any theory of genius, as enet^ cre- 
ated by subconscious activity, which is a theory 
that at least accounts for the rapid processes and 
apparently miraculous intuitions of certain men of 
genius, dreaming might well furnish some minor 
evidence. There is, I believe, a set of Indian mys- 
tics who never sleep, at least not the ordinary dark 
sleep of normal men ; they have trained their brains 
to continue at night certain practical and profitable 
subconscious processes, and the condition of the 
body meanwhile they call "white sleep." Steven- 
son's imagination was to some extent given its cast 
by similar experiments. 

Stevenson says that he was ever an ardent and 

Tlfoi 
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IDmms*" he goes on to say that he had long been 
il the aistom of putting himself to sleep with tales, 
khii father before him, "tales where a thread might 
■ dropped, or one adventure quitted for another, 
■ faniy's least suggestion." 
f Stevenson calls the sprites of imagination who 
pnde a man's fancies during sleep or waking "the 
Little People." At first they played upon their 
Kaje like children, rather irresponsibly, not like 
drilled actors. But presently he began to turn this 
unusenient of dreaming and story-telling to account ; 
he began to write and sell his tales. This made a 
new business for the Little People. The stories had 
now to be "trimmed and pared." and to fit with 
Ii>e laws of life. But the Little People understood 
the change as well as he. When he began to dream 
It was not an aimless adventure he embarked on, 
tnt something that could be turned to account ; and 
ifter be had, so to speak, given over the direction 
of the affair, the Little People continued it. When 
his bank-account ran low, when he set to stirring 
hii brains for a plot, the Little People at once began 
to experiment upon their midnight stage. Who are 
the Uttlc People, the sprites of imagination? Ste- 
VOBOO says they are beyond doubt near connections 
of the dreamer. Perhaps they are creations of 
finanda] worry! No, they are even closer to him 
ihm this. They are creations of his training and 
[eriiaps have more talent than he. "One thing is 
beyond doubt, they can tell him a story piece by 



32 STEVENSON 

piece, like a serial, and keep him all the while in 
ignorance of where they aim." 

These passages are a humorous commentary both 
on much that is charming and not a little that is 
futile in Stevenson's literary method. The Little 
People were not always the best hands to help him 
arrange a long and complicated matter. They often 
played him tricks and deserted him. If Treasure 
Island, The Merry Men, "The Isle of Voices," are 
the works of the Little People, The Black Arrow 
is a result of their desertion, "Olalla" is one of their 
complete failures, and one suspects that the blind 
alleys in nearly all Stevenson's longer books are 
places of their perverse invention. Still, his con- 
tinued reliance on them rather than on any more 
prosaic creatures has given us those fancies which 
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acter nught be described at this time, as well as the 
quality of his genius, by adding that where he did 
not come by knowledge naturally he secured it by 
sheer invention. 



CHAPTER III 

LITERATURE AND THE FAMILY PROFESSION 
I 

OUTWARDLY, Stevenson's life from 1859, 
when he began a. rather irregular schooling, 
to 1875, when, after giving up all idea of following 
the family profession, he had studied law and had 
been admitted to the bar, was in accordance with the 
ideas of a practical, hard-headed Scotch father, who 
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ight Houses." Then, twelve days later, he told 
his father that he did not wish to continue in scien- 
ti6c wciric. What he wished to do was what he had 
been working at in earnest all the time his normal 
education had proceeded. He wished to be a writer. 
I f we examine those essays which contain Steven- 
son's memories of school and college days it is evi- 
dent that his chief interest was all along to learn the 
art of writing, his ambition to publish. These essays 
may be divided into three sets: a few dealing with 
his experience in and about Edinburgh, such as 
"Laniem Bearers," "Old Mortality," "The Char- 
acter of Dogs," "Pastoral," "An Old Scotch Gar- 
dener," "A Winter's Walk"; a few more showing 
his interest in the family profession really was, 
as "A Family of Engineers," "Memoirs of an 
l^lei," "The Education of an Engineer" ; and finally 
'-■vtral essays describing or analyzing his private 
-imbition and his methods of learning to write, which 
I shall discuss in the next chapters. 

In the first set you perceive the artist's strong and 
natim] delight in all his experiences, with many 
evidences of what Stevenson called his "consistent 
egotism." You will see that the zest for play and 
naite-bdieve described in "Lantern Bearers." that 
woodcrfu] defense of the romantic purposelessness 
of youth, widens into an appreciation of all serious 
artistic material as the only true material for play. 
Pty is making new experiences out of the usual, 
thinking about things imaginatively, enlarging them 
nso new values, getting more out of life than mere 
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money's worth. It seems, as I look at the set of 
Stevenson's works on the shelf behind me and real- 
ize what they stand for, that every vivid experience 
which Stevenson had at this age must have so occu- 
pied his imagination afterward, have furnished him 
so much material for play, that he was forced to 
explain it to others with somewhat the same de- 
light as any of us explains the games of our child- 
hood twenty years later. And there is about these 
essays much the same combination of spontaneity 
and artificiality that one finds in the games of youth. 
For playing with an idea is the secret or open mo- 
tive of many of Stevenson's writings. Play, mere 
play, sets his mind free; it involves all his resources. 
Upon the function of play in life and in art you 
may read very learned disquisitions, like the 2Es' 
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of life as of poetry, which ought to be the es- 
sence of life. Utility is not the essence of life. 
Realism is not the essence of art. Of each the es- 
sence lies in imaginative beauty. 

This is the viTal and poetic strain in Stevenson's 
mind. For whatever else he was or failed to be, he 
was fundamentally poetic. In this essay on the art 
of the lantern be is directing his criticism against 
the school of realists; but when all is said, his com- 
ptatnt of them is not that they fail to touch the joy 
of romance, but that they failed lo touch realism 
with poetry. This is what Stevenson means by his 
doctrine of play. Many have dealt more sharply 
than he with reality, but few have played with it so 
well- Few have so frequently called in the Little 
People to bear a hand. 

For an example, and a right homely one, let Ste- 
vntsoo once feci the glamour of Scotch moors and 
ihe Scotchman's intense love of them, let him de- 
cide thai the sheep bxisiness is the typical Scotch 
pursuit, (et him catch the image of the old shepherd, 
John Todd, to give the idea form and make it 
live, and he ha.-; the outline of the game. With the 
aid of the Little People he can write his essay called 
T^storal." What he saw many a realist has seen, 
and perhaps has felt what he felt; we may our- 
srf»«s cume from a race of shepherds and know the 
vhcle business from A lo Z; but are John Todd 
»nd bis sheep matters to our hand ? No. the Little 
People arc lacking, or tlie chances are that we a( 
ooee pm them to rout. Not so with Stevenson. He 
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invites them in and what they bring him is a heigfat' 
ened vividness which is beyond realism. 

"We have not so far to climb to come to shep- 
herds," he says at the end of this essay; "and it may 
be I had one for an ascend<int who has largely 
moulded me. But yet I think I owe my taste for 
that hillside business rather to the art and interest 
of John Todd. He it was that made it live for me, 
as the artist can make all things live. It was through 
him the simple strategy of massing sheep upon a 
snowy evening, with its attendant scampering of 
earnest, shaggy aides-de-camp, was an affair that 
I never wearied of seeing, and that I never weary 
of recalling to mind : the shadow of the night dark- 
ening on the hills, inscrutable black dots of snow- 
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be over, and, with a pinch of snuff, my friend re- 
bpse into his easy, even conversion." — "Pastoral," 
Memories and Portraits. 

This was a sensation to start the fancy of youth — 
ooe of the unforgettable commonplaces for those 
who h8v« seen it. 

In these essays Stevenson has the methods of the 
rantantic poet. He is expressing his own feelings 
and his own specific experience. He is part of the 
sceoe, never impersonal. He gives shape to an idea 
not by working his way through it systematically. 
bot by tossing it about in his game of phrases and 
images till you have seen what it is like in his mind. 
In "Old Mortality," his own experience, as nearly 
al'ways, serves as a starting point ; so that this little 
philoKiphy for greensick youth is not a set topic, a 
writer's theme, but something springing naturally 
frooi Stevenson's interest in his own character. The 
ftm of reading the essay is like the fun of personal 
talk. It continues, by a series of suggestions, not 
by a prearranged plan pointing to a foreseen goaJ. 
At the end you have not the satisfaction of arriving; 
only the pleasure of the author's companionship and 
of the inddents on the way. This is the spirit of 
play as distinguished from that of business. The 
^irit of business is to arrive, to finish, to settle 
things — a spirit in which most writing is under- 
taken and completed. The spirit of play is the charm 
at lyric poetry, and Stevenson's essays about his 
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early experiences have both in their origin and 
method much that is fundamentally poetic because 
they are so intimate and so personal. 

II 

Let me ask the reader a question: Have you 
thought what it is Uke to be a poet? Why are you 
not a poet? You are thoroughly interested in your 
own experiences; you are very likely egotistical 
enough. Why does your egotism not inspire you? 
Why does the world not stir it for you until it brims 
over? You have sat in graveyards, and you have 
seen sheep herded. Yet you are not Thomas Gray 
nor Robert Louis Stevenson, Is it feelings that you 
lack, and words? Or is it the energy to make a 
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' expUtns the turn of his life during school and col- 
lege. It explains his motives in choosing a career. 
He has. at first, no puqK>se as a writer except this 
-.'urpcwc to play, to use his imagination about his 
■ arious experiences and impressions. Neither does 
he scon to have special or favorite subject-matter 
which he takes to for its own sake. A thing inter- 
ests him chicfiy because he had a part in it. Hence, 
u> have experiences of all sorts, to know life in 
\'aiying detail, to watch John Todd herd his sheep 
or to go down in a diving-bell, is more significant 
to him than to become himself a professional sheep- 
fanner or a trained engineer. To the poet the sig- 
nificant thing in life is the sequence of his own 
ciuoging impressions; it could not be the routine 
of a business. 

That such instinctive considerations were at the 
faattom of Stc\'enson's choice of literature as a ca- 
reer, instead of engineering or law, is obvious from 
the diaracter of his writings which deal with the 
period of his youth, and nowhere more so than in 
those topics connected with the family profession. 
Tbomas Ste\xnson. as you leam in his son's trib- 
ute, was devoted to his career of engineer as a ser- 
rice to the nation. He never, for e-xample, took 
wit a patent on any of his inventions, regarding 
ihem 35 the property of the nation. The profession 
lad come down in the family from his grandfather, 
Thfvnas Smith, first engineer to the Board of North- 
era Liglits. and Thomas Stevenson was the fifth 
member of the family to be engaged in it. There- 
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fore to discover that his son Louis's 3routhful inter- 
est in the profession was really a nmiazitic and 
literary interest, or only an exhibiticm of good will, 
instead of serious scientific purpose, was a tritter 
experience to him. Louis had been with him on 
various cruises ; he had shown a level head, thou|^ 
not very steady nerves, in various difficult situa^ 
tions; he had done fairly well in the scientific 
courses at the university. The family stiU hoped that 
his frail health might improve. But Louis in his 
twenty-first year had made up his mind not to ex- 
periment further with an alien taste and a doubtful 
practicality. Thomas Stevenson resigned himself 
to the situation. He stipulated, however, that Loiiis 
should be fitted for the law in order to have a pro- 
fession to fall bade on, if literature, as he thor- 
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kaey practical aptitude for it, only a certain theo- 

nbcal liking. 

CoDCcming a visit to Anstruther, where he went 
io /uly. 1868, to glean engineering experience from 
ntdiing his father's workmen build a breakwater, 
hthas left a record in the essay called "The Educa- 
iJwi of an Engineer." He confesses frankly that 
tte details of construction interested him solely as 
naterial for a romance. Such things as rubble, pol- 
-hed ashlar, pierres pcrdues, the string course, were 
-;;re!y expansions of his vocabulary and went along 
• ilh the sunshine, the sea-air, the waves, "the green 
glimmer of the divers' helmets far below," into his 
romantic dream, not into his practical mind. His 
nal labors were not on the breakwater with the 
masons, but after dinner in his chamber where he 
poured forth "literature" — Voces Fidelium and dra- 
natic monologues in verse "at a terrific speed, 
iparred on by intimations of early death and im- 
nortality." 

Another engineering experience the next month 
at Wick seems lo have consisted chiefly in a descent 
is a dhring-bell, which was the real source of this 
document in romanticism about which I have just 
ipoken. Its title ("The Education of an Engineer") 
Aonld really be "The Education of a Writer." An- 
other memory of these days begins as follows: 

Those who try to be artists use, time after time. 
the matter of their recollections, setting and reset- 
(ing littk coloured memories of men and scenes. 
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rigging up (it may be) some especial friend in the 
attire of a buccaneer, and decreeing armies to ma- 
neuver, or murder to be done, on the playground of 
their youth. But the memories are a fairy gift 
which cannot be worn out in using." This paper 
entitled "Memoirs of an Islet" goes oa to say 
that these places where he went to observe his fa- 
ther's operations proved useful to him for the sce- 
nery and the characters of his tales. "There is an- 
other isle in my coUecticm, the memory of which 
besieges me, I put a whole family there, in one of 
my tales ; and later chi, threw upon its shores, and 
condemned to several days of rjun and shell-fish on 
its tumbled boulders, the hero of another. The ink 
is not yet faded ; the sound of the sentences is still 
in my mind's ear; and I am under a spell to write 
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fcc strong and original men, is nearly always thus 
coniislenl. In Uieir wills are few false intentions, 
and in their environment few blind alleys. 

In 1871. when Stevenson declared against the 
family profession, he knew that his real education 
had all along been different from that planned by his 
father. His real education had led him to a com- 
plete faith in his desire to be a writer and to the 
belief that his subject-matter would be only his own 
experience with the world. As we see it now, his 
life was reasonable; for what he became is precisely 
what one would expect of a man whose mind had 
been formed in boyhood in such peculiar fashion 
as has been described. Genius is logical ; the sur- 
prise would have been R. L. S. as a successful civil 
engineer. 



Ill 



If There are, in this matter of Stevenson's deter- 
■nnation to be a writer in opposition to his father's 
filans and wishes, further cirounstances which color 
hit whole life, and therefore greatly affect the char- 
Kter of his literary production. It is a matter he 
pve niudi thought to later on. One can not read 
far in Stevenson without being struck by his fre- 
qoent choice of the divergent ^news of father and 
iTO. of age and youth, botli for analysis in an essay 
JMd for motive in a story. In Vtrffinibus Puer- 
u^ur, "Crabbed Age and Youth," and here and 
there throoghout his papers, he is pointing out the 
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characteristic attitudes of the older and younger 
generations. Youth is full of romance, experiment, 
socialism, vagatwndage, flaunting eneigy, passing 
brilliances; age is full of the enjoyment of safe 
knowledge. This is the gist of his doctrine rq)eated 
over and over. The father and son motive was to 
form the backbone of iVeir of Hermiston, where 
it is heavy and tragic in significance ; it was to be 
lightly presented in The Wrecker, very dully in 
"The Misadventures of John Nicholson," and very 
trivially in "The Story of a Lie." But all these 
cases, and several others, reflect something of Ste- 
venson's own attitude. 

His relationship with his father is a central fact 
in his career, and to see Stevenson clearly we must 
see the rather vague, witdish youth and the serious, 
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hich expressed him then, was to grow later into 
a Btrong intellectual force. This is a thing the eyes 
of few parents can foresee, especially if they wish 
to educate the safe side of their child's character. 
Or, it may be, that realizing instinctively the im- 
portance of the other side, they believe that will 
stm^hen itself all the more soundly for a little 
Ofipositioti. Stevenson spent his youth — and what 
boy of imagination has not? — under the darkening, 
yet kindly, eye of his father's counsel. The stern- 
ness of Thomas Stevenson's character corresponded 
with the sternness of the family profession; and the 
romantic element in Louis's view of it no doubt 
seem ed trivial to the older man. To his father he 
often appeared, as he doubtless was, flippant and 
praoe to exaggerate his own conceit Later on this 
sune flippancy is not quite outgrown, but it gets 
a tang of genial truth and becomes Stevenson's 
clunctenstic form of wit. To his father, as to 
M many of the citizens of Edinburgh, he was full 
of affectations and poses. Later on, as in the case 
of M many men of genius, these things appear nor- 
mal to his character, expressions of a pers<mality 
which strives to feel life as completely as possible, 
iriiidi is a widely inclusive personality. To his 
tviier and his teachers he appeared negligent of 
nearly aU his set tasks, cind his confessed truancy 
It college flaunted itself in the face of a digni6ed 
faculty. Yet his idleness, as it turned out, was per- 
hips the most serious matter in his education, and 
tbe tdct thai his sincerity and earnestness lay, as 
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clearly as elsewhere, in those very things his elders 
looked askance at, undoubtedly gave a touch of 
paradox to his whole character. 

He has made his apology in all these essays we 
have mentioned, for no otic preached more h<MiestIy 
and humorously what he practised; and in one essay 
especially, "An Apology for Idlers," he goes to die 
bottom of this matter. It is a retrospect throi^ 
life to the original problem of the schoolboy. 

"Extreme busyness, whether at school or o^lege, 
kirk or market, is a symptom of deficient vitality; 
and a faculty for idleness implies a catholic appetite 
and a strong sense of personal identity. There is a 
sort of dead-alive, hackneyed people about, who 
are scarcely conscious of living except in the exer- 




THE FAMILY PROFESSION 49 

to wait an hour or so for a train, they fall 
into a stupid trance with their eyes open. To 
>cc them, you would suppose there was nothing 
to look at and no one to speak with; you 
woiild imagine they were paralyzed or alienated; 
and yet very possibly they are hard workers in tlieir 
own way, and have good eyesight for a flaw in a 
deed Of a turn of the market. They have been lo 
school and college, but all the time they had their 
CTC on the medal ; they have gone about in the world 
and mixed with clever people, but all the time they 
were thinking of their own affairs. As if a man's 
soul were not too small to begin with, they have 
dwarfed and narrowed theirs by a life of all work 
and no play ; until here they are forty, with a listless 
ittentton, a mind vacant of all material of amuse- 
ment, and not one thought to rub against another, 
wfeiie ibey wait for the train. Before he was breeched 
he might have clambered on the boxes ; when he was 
Iwoily he would have stared at the girls; but now 
the pipe is smoked out, the snuffbox is empty, and 
niy gentleman sits bolt upright upon a bench, with 
bmentable eyes. This does not appeal to me as be- 
Of Success tn Life. 

"But it is not only the person himself who suffers 
from his busy habits, but his wife and children, his 
friends and relations, and down to the very people 
he sits with in a railway carriage or an omnibus. 
Perpetual devotion to what a man calls his business 
is only to be stistained by perpetual n^Iect of many 
other things. And it is not by any means certain 
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that a man's business is the most important thing he 
has to do." — "An Apology for Idlers," Virgit^bus 
Puerisque. 

At the time this was written there was a. good deal 
more here which was paradoxical and daring than 
is now apparent. We have come to see that, thoii^ 
Stevenson's point of view is perhaps a trifle too pic- 
turesque, it is none the less sound; and thot^h I 
have heard it seriously argued that this essay is 
flippant and artificial and unsafe to be put into the 
hands of young men, as undermining persistence 
and fortifying impulse, it is a defense of that real 
side of life so often obscured by the ambitions of 
Vanity Fair. Stevenson is talking about the ulti- 
mate things, the things which romantic jrouth sees 
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i espectally remarked, for it is of the Stevenson 
3 most closely corresponds to the genius of these 
ays. 



^^^ 



"Stevenson calls himself 'ugly' in his student days, 

but I think that is a term that never at any time 

led htm. Certainly to him as a boy about four- 

(with the creed which he propounded to me, 

Lt at sixteen one was a man) it would not apply. 

In body Stevenson was assuredly badly set up. His 

Jimbs were long and lean and spidery, and his chest 

flat, so as almost to suggest some malnutrition, such 

sharp angles and comers did his joints make under 

his clothes. But in face this was belied. His brow 

was oval and full, over soft brown eyes, that seemed 

already to have drunk the sunlight under Southern 

vines. The whole face had a tendency to an oval 

Madonna-like type. But about the mouth and in 

the mirthful, mocking light of the eyes there lin- 

pted ever a ready Autolycus roguery, that rather 

nggested the sly Hermes masquerading as a mortal. 

Yet the eyes were always genial, however gaily the 

li^iU danced in them ; but about the mouth there 

ns something tricksy and mocking, as of a spirit 

Hat already peeped behind tlie scenes of Life's pag- 

cut and more than guessed its unrealities." 

He had little grace of body. He was unspeakably 
thin, flat-chested, with no promise of filling out as 
lie matured. His body and his hands expressed 
nothing so much as weakness and limpness, and he 
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carried himself in a way to accentuate this impres- 
sion. But his face was not of the same aspect. 
There was a liveHness about his mouth and eyes 
and a geniality that centered the attention there. 
His voice, vibrating, always enthusiastic, spoke of 
an energy of mind that made up for the feebleness 
of his body. When his friend, Mrs. Jenkin, first 
saw him she described "a slender, brown, long- 
haired lad, with great dark eyes, a brilliant smile, 
and a gentle deprecating bend of the head." He 
was then eighteen. 

From all accounts Stevenson at once impressed 
his acquaintances, not as a man who was working 
to be his father's son, but as an artist, the cousin 
of Bob Stevenson, the painter and Bohemian, and 
as a poet, a vagabond, anything, in short, except a 
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perimenis, a game to be played as well as possible, 
and a thousand other things, alike in being anything 
except a routine. 

To this point of view about life Stevenson was 
further inclined by his health; and here lies one of 
the secret explanations of his character. Bad health 
H usually deadening, invalidism usually reduces peo- 
ple tu a humdrum regime and timorous selfishness. 
Or. in the case of a boy ambitious for a fine body, 
it often proves a steadying agency that conduces to 
a ngular and cfl'ective life which in the end con- 
qwrs disease. Again, it is often simply upsetting, 
pmdodng rashness and whimsical irregular habits, 
accompanied by a silly optimism or by a fitful mor- 
bwliiy. It does not often have the effect which it 
hid on Slevenson. His uncertain health, making 
atccssary many weeks indoors in the midst of school, 
as wen as a series of irregular vacations in the open 
air, had undoubtedly increased his innate love of 
iijalwodagc. But this was a positive, a creative 
'■^nng, not just an incapacity for steady work. Then. 
•an^ it is also tnie that Stevenson was rash and 
■•■litnisical, not liking to take care of himself ex- 
■tpt in extremity, and that he exposed himself to 
'iii^er, now foolishly and now heroically, all his 
■^ :c. yet this was not often the result of mere moodi- 
'-=55. or of a vain desire to live like otlier people 
■^OMiccmed for their health; it sprang rather from 
lie sane fear which creative genius has of systemati- 
oUy enslaving or checking the spirit 
The nature of youthful artistic genius drives it 
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forth from any routine or restraints which it has not 
itself established, because it wishes to use all its 
motives, powers, experiences, to dismiss nothing, 
to make everything count. Only thus, apparently, 
can it discover what is wasteful and what is usefuL 
For things which are seemingly, and by all the ac- 
counts of an older generation, extravagant, are dis- 
covered to be the indispensables ; and what had been 
indispensable is now found to be worn hollow. Ste- 
venson, reacting against the restraint which his 
health, his parents, and his professional training 
were imposing on him, became, while he was begin- 
ning to taste life, rather indulgent and fantastic — 
especially as viewed against the solidly successful 
6gure of his father. He was the hero of exploits 
in Jink and Libbelism, to be read of in his own 
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1 to real life; it is not to be had from real life 
; one must have looked down on that and up 
■ard heaven. "To know what you like is the be- 
ing of wisdom and of old age. Youth is wholly 
experimental" — a remark in which you have the 
cast of bis mind at this time, as well as his criticism 
of it. a remark made in the spirit of genial banter 
and wise levity which is his rare quality. Stevenson 
was one of those men who do not grow old and 
whose wisdom itself remains youthful and experi- 
mental, maintaining as consistently the recurrent 
point of view of youth as does Doctor Johnson's 
wisdom maintain the established, and sometimes 
stale, verdict of age. With Johnsonian elegance, 
Sicrenson has said, "All sorts of allowances are 
nude for the illusions of youth, and none, or almost 
nfme, for the disenchantments of age," Was Samuel 
Johnson ever wiser than that? 

The beginnings of the logical power which pro- 
duced the essays of Virginibus Pucrisque may very 
"rtD have been, however, ratlier disconcerting. To 
3 father tbey may have all looked a little like re- 
beHioo. 

It is safe to say that the breach, afterward so 
completely healed, which yet during part of Steven- 
Ka's college days, kept father and son apart, came 
thicfiy from Thomas Stevenson's failure to appre- 
o«e Louis's real seriousness. He saw in the epi- 
iodcs of Libbelism and Jink only the player of 
pnnks, in the truant only the Iruant, in the consti- 
nof the L. J. R., which he happened to discover 
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one day, only a dangerous irreligious tendency. He 
failed to see what the boy's imaginative play, so long 
continued, had become. To him it looked like seri- 
ous folly — that part of it which was not, at best, 
"playing at home with paper like a child." He did 
not then understand the spirit of his son's protest : 

"Say not of me that weakly I declined 
The labours of my sires, and fled the sea. 
The towers we founded and the lamps we lit. 
To play at home with paper like a child." 



But playing at home with paper was a great part 
of Stevenson's purpose in life. In his essay on "A 
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s tdkness. Later on, when he Ijegan to originate 
i<lca.s uf his own importaiil enough to absorb his 
whole attention, this method was of course aban- 
doned; and he continued to learn his craft, to the 
end of his life, as every artist learns it, originally, 
in terms of his own feelings and experience. In 
k'*icw, however, of Stevenson's facility, without 
rvhich be could not have hoped, in his variable 
' lieaJth, lo have produced many of his books, we 
nnist take seriously what he says here of this method 
of the "sedulous ape," As a method for the begin- 
ner, it has been brilliantly condemned by various 
authorities, Mr, John Jay Chapman, in an essay 
which I recommend to the reader, finds in it the 
swrce of all the faults of Stevenson's literary art.* 
How far I believe this judgment to be true will be 
more apparent from a following chapter.' But it 
should be said here that obviously Stevenson's 
method ts not the way to learn to write, if by writ- 
ing we mean the whole of literary art. It is the 
way Ste\'enson learned technique, and Stevenson 
wasa mannered and naturally eccentric person who. 
11 this early period before he saw his own ideas 
growing steadily under his eye, enjoyed playing 
►ith tone<i. much as the young painter enjoys certain 
comUnalions of color in the pictures he copies. These 
pnctise exercises may have given him a conception 
of style as sonicthing separate from his perception 
of the subject, which is, I believe, a confusing no- 

'Bntrion amd Olhrr Ettayt: "Robtn Louis Stevenson," 
■Sm apedaUy ppt 87-91 aad pp. 95-101. 
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tion. They may have increased the itch for compo- 
sition without increasing the fund of materials to 
compose. But can any one say that they have dulled 
the distinctiwi which he would otherwise have at- 
tained as a writer? Is there ansrthing in Steven- 
son's character as we know it which shows that for 
him this youthful method was an injurious affecta- 
tion? On the contrary, it was merely part of his 
normal enthusiasm, his temperament, for literature. 
It is, in the connection in which we ^)eak of it 
here, proof of the seriousness and persistence of 
his resolve to be a writer at last, after engineering 
and law were done with. And especially it is a proof 
of his conviction of original power. For no effort 
which does not spring from a sense of original 
nouer. which depends on the imitative spirit, could 
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It is tlic observation of every teacher of 
idng. Reading the great men and writing in the 
It of their methods was, for Stevenson, a bring- 
Ir^ cif the two parts of his nature, his experience 
and his fancy, into closer relationship. And it may 
aicly be asserted that only an imaginative and orig- 
inal youth will see the essential quality of style in 
ihe great ones in such a way that it will occur to him 
to imitate them. We should remember also that 
it is a part of the egotism, rather Uian the humility 
of authors, that they delight to explain the origins 
of their craftsmanship, and, in the attribution of 
tbcir final skill to practical, uninspired, laborious 
methods, we should not mistake them. Anthony 
Troliope was prouder of his abihty to stick at his 
desk and write so many words an hour by the clock 
than to conceive and complete the plot of his whole 
OQTeL Shelley juggled long with the words of his 
"Skylark" before they at all corresponded to those 
profuse strains of unpremeditated art. Poe has dis- 
Mcted his poem, "The Raven," in a way to rob it, 
for the literal minded, of its last atom of inspira- 
tion. And I presume if it were known that Mr. 
Robert Herrick wrote The Common Lot in univer- 
sity examination books, a chapter to a book, it 
would convince some persons of my profession that 
flat novel smacks of the blue pencil. Method is, 
ifter aD, not the interesting thing about art. Any 
one who has seen the blowers of Venetian glass 
bumi that both the simplest and finest-spun fan- 
ttties can be created with an old iron tube and pair 
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of tongs. It is part of Stevenson's genial egotism 
that he explained a good deal about his apprentice- 
ship, and about how he came to write this and that 
— how he began Treasure Island by drawing a map 
of it, and how he conjured up the idea of The Mas- 
ter of Ballantrae from having once thought of the 
title years before during a night spent in the village 
of Ballantrae. Such testimony as to his means 
hardly invalidates his results. 

Stevenson entered on his career — bo vague to 
others, so promising to himself — in the face of oppo- 
sition. He appears never to have regretted his 
choice, nor the opposition. Seventeen years later, 
just after his father had died, and Stevenson, hav- 
ing come to America, was feeling the full tide of 
fame, he wrote for Scrihner's Magaane a "Letter to 
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young man that when his father so fiercely and so 
properly discouraged his ambition, he was probably 
recalling a similar temptation in his own experience, 
"For llie temptation is perhaps nearly as common 
as the vocation is rare." But was this the case with 
ihat young man? Was he not able from the first 
to parsue his own ends with conviction, and without 
success, without ever asking himself that discour- 
aging and fatai question. Is it worth doing? Did 
he not recognize in himself a decisive taste which 
only sharpened with habit and practise ? These are 
the tests of the choice. /\nd after seventeen years 
the proof of the career is not money and applause, 
uys the elder R. L. S., tliough he had at last re- 
ceived his share; it is the pleasure of laboring in a 
craft to which the whole matter of one's life con- 
tnbotes, and which opens a way to his tastes, his 
kn-es, his hatreds, and his convictions, 

Hb fathers character had been expressed in 
franite, Stevenson's was to have another perma- 
nence, an are perennius in another medium. And 
his lather lived long enough to recognize that his 
xn was also a master of craftsmanship. 



i 



CHAPTER IV 



ORDERED SOUTH 



THE plan for Stevenson's career, on graduating 
from the university in 1871, was that he should 
study law in order to safeguard the futtire, and that 
he should, at the same time, pursue his literary ad- 
ventures and training. Though neither part of this 
scheme then seemed to interfere gravely with the 
other, there can be little doubt that it imposed a 
nervous strain which precipitated the breakdown of 




ORDERED SOUTH 63 

Talking Bob" Stevenson, and with Charles Baxter, 
whom he regarded as the most brilliant conversa- 
tionalist he ever knew, were a constant exhilaration. 
Qiarles Baxter's long and invaluable sympathy 
is expressed by the fact that at the time of Ste- 
venson's death he was on his way to Samoa for 
a visit. Then there was James Ferrier, and Sir 
Walter Simpson, with the latter of whom he made 
ihe Inland Voyage and many other expeditions; 
and especially there were Colvin and Mrs, Sitwell, 
who did more than any other people in bringing him 
oot of his mood of despair and in reestablishing him 
with his parents. These friendships, which re- 
naincd always an absorbing interest with Steven- 
son, for no man ever kept his friends more inti- 
naiely in spite of isolating disease and of absence, 
enecmragcd him to constant literary experiment. He 
»ijhed to prove himself. Their good-natured ban- 
itr OTcr his egotism and wildly imaginative talk, 
llieir sjrmpathy, their admiration, were all of a mix- 
Hire. I imagine, to drive such a youth beyond the 
wije limits of effort. 

His earliest productions reflect a state of mental 
taaitm, of over-anxiety to write something, any- 
ihii^. They are not works of his genius. They 
m random productions of a state of bad health, 
"hen he was possessed by, rather than himself pos- 
wsing, an ambition to fulfil what he felt to be his 
ptonrisc; they are tours de force, not productions of 
the tatural overflow and outflow of his mind. Dur- 
ing these two years he wrote mudi that was ttcver 
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to see the li^t, but also several articles, sudi as tiw 
essay on "Roads," the travel scenes in The Lakes, 
Buckinghamshire, Galloway, whidi were printed 
later. Of the essay on "Roads" he wrote to his 
mother that he felt he had there said well several 
things which are very difficult to say at all. This 
essay he had just sent to The Portfolio, when he 
learned in London, in October, 1873, how serious 
the condition of his health had become. 

During these two years he had nominally been 
reading law in a firm of writers to the signet in 
Edinburgh. He had passed the preliminary exam- 
inations for the Scottish bar in November, 1872. 
The previous summer vacation he had spent with 
Sir Walter Simpson in Frankfurt and the Blade 
Forest. This was the first time he had crossed the 
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from Mentone, things did not greatly im- 
roTt He grew nen-ously sick ; and the month of 
'■-ugust, spent at his cousin's, Mrs. Babington's. in 
Suffolk, while bringing him the new friendships 
with Mrs. SitwcU and Sidney Colvin, who were 
also Mrs. Babington's guests, was too exciting to 
have been a rest-cure. To Mrs. Sitwell he addressed 
for several years his most intimate confidences about 
his ambitions and about his troubles. She was that 
very important and never soon forgotten person in 
the history of youth, the first complete confidante. 
\Mth her encouragement and counsel, and under 
the criticism of her strong personality, he threshed 
hJi ideas. From his letters, full of confession, full of 
egotism, it is easy to see that she was for him the 
frieod whom everj- man must have at that age, and 
ihoiJd have all his life, the woman by the light of 
«bDse itature he sees through the confusion of his 
c"«ii thoughts and morals. Later in life she is the 
bf^t memory of those days when fate was not 
jn dariccned by the shadow of exile. His last let- 
ter, written to her a few months before his death 
ia Samoa, is the pitiful tribute to this relationship. 
Sitbey Colvin, then a young man of twenty-eight. 
)« appoined Professor of Art at Cambridge, a 
mfleague of Professor Babington, became Steven- 
»to's most trusted friend, and finally his literary 
eocotor. It is interesting to note that Colvin 
(»flerward Sir Sidney) married Mrs. Sitwell in 
'W3, after Stevenson's death. This summer house- 
party seems to have been full of satisfactions and 
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enthusiasms. Stevenstxi made the impre$sic»i of a 
charmingly eccentric youth, with those immature 
extravagances that are part of the economy of fu- 
ture resourcefulness. 

Stevenson had returned to Swanston Cottage, 
his father's country house near Edinburgh, at the 
end of August and had shortly fallen ill. To aggra- 
vate his nervous condition on recovery, the theo- 
logical arguments with his father once more dis- 
rupted the household. He writes to Baxter that he 
has broken his parents' hearts, but does not believe 
in lying in such matters, even to preserve peace. 
Largely, therefore, to avoid the constant irritation 
at home, and also because he was anxious to be at 
the literary center, he determined to read law in 
London. There was, perhaps, the ultimate pros- 
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ring this shcxJc and crisis in his life. The theme 
of cheerful courage which forms the background 
of his argument, the optimist's challenge to fate and 
the flourish of bravery with which he encourages 
hinuelf and the reader, and many of the best-loved 
traits of his clear, courageous reasoning, are fully 
KBEcmplified here. They presuppose, however, moods 
Hu worry, confusion, even of despair; and the indi- 
cations of this are in his letters home. For nobody, 
I venture to say, comes to the expression of such 
rcasofiing about life as there is in "Ordered South" 
^Mfrithout having reasoned futilely or without having 
^Bved in the dark of his own mind, even preferring. 
^Bbr a while, to live there. 

^B On his journey Stevenson began to revive at 
^B^*isno°i where the color of the South drew his 
• vision outward. To leave London and Paris in their 
;:T3y No^-cmber fog for the sharp briUiance, the 
yellow and while lights and the black shadows of 
the Proven^ city, is to turn from the subjective 
to tile objective. Stevenson at first felt, as he wrote 
'.o Mrs. Sitwell, that he had left his soul behind, 
ihst he could not enjoy and yet was not unhappy. 
-\i Menione he was "placid and inert." In the essay 
bt describes the cliange from negative to positive 
raoods. He tells how the invalid learns to rccog- 
iiae his moods and seeks to encourage the most 
nliablc : how one must therefore compromise some- 
"riBt with the most prudent advice in order to let 
AcBoI expand and to enjoy life suiliciently to keep 
SKuonsbly fresh view of iL 
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As a thorough romanticist Stevenson distrusted 
all his life what he calls "cowardly and prudential 
proverbs." The duty of acting naturally in the face 
of catastrophe, of noting that the sky is blue and 
that one still has an appetite for roast beef, this is 
the invalid's heroism, and may well be any man's. 
It is living rather than life that counts. On many 
a page of future essays and stones, Stevetison was 
to preach this doctrine, a very old one, but never 
newer than in his mouth and as the expression of 
his character. The great duty of tnan in the midst 
of uncertainty is normal cheerfulness. This is die 
text of "Aes Triplex," of the fable of "The Sink- 
ing Ship," of "A Christmas Sermon," of "Pan's 
Pipes," of "Pulvis et Umbra." It is the unobtru- 
sive theme of all his essays of travel, "The Anna- 
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r the realities and enjoyments of existence. 
1 grew to see the values of life calmly and 
He learned to look on the one hand into 
» abyss without fear, and on the other toward the 
= Jid ground without regret. Always he is asking 
1^ from his \-aiitage point, for our definition of 
liic, and begging us to make it bravely, to touch 
il with poetry and humor, to defend it from pathos 
ind sentimentality. What is this thing in which 
we arc so bound up, with which we are so in love, 
from which we tremble to part, and which the whole 
tffon of civilization strives to preserve? The wia- 
dcTO of Job, or of Walt Whitman, all literature 
ind all philosophy, is but an attempt to answer the 
I'jfition. But the only answer is the life of a man. 
i'^ieorly permanent answer is concrete. Abstractly, 
ie can be defined as a permanent possibility of 
tntetion. That is the result of abstract wisdom. 
Bat for what sort of man has that answer ever had 
meaning? \STio is in love with mere plant -like 
wistowe? Now, life is, first of all and last of all, 
Snnj, This is the comprehensive and concrete ac- 
cent of it — mjTiad experience, not to be summed 
T by any philosophical abstraction. For ever-de- 
taous and ever-curious man life is not to be reduced 
'"' the aspect of "a permanent possibility." It al- 
"1)1 remains something more precious, more like 
tieiliyine gift with the breath of immortality in it. 
"TTk noise of the mallet and chisel is scarcely 
fCDcbed, the tnunpcts are hardly done blowing. 
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when, trailing with him clouds of g^ory, this happy- 
starred, full-blooded spirit shoots into the spiritual 
land." Whom the gods love die young, for they 
are those who can drink from the cup of experienra 
and not grow old. But, mark, they die. Hence, to 
live eternally they must live here earnestly. If they 
are part of some vast abstraction, it shall not over- 
whelm them here. Here, at least, is their chance 
for individuality. — ["Aes Triplex."] 

With a sane and triumphant cheerfulness the 
superior individuals of the world rise above its 
mists of uncertainty and winds of chance. Take 
what precautions science prescribes. Adopt all the 
safeguards of civilization that give liberty. But 
do not encumber your spirit with too much damp- 
ing caution. For, after all, you have still to ob^ 
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ft H^'titsckmers because of a conviction of the im- 
personality of nature of which we human beings 
ire Inii a base mechanical improvement in some 
pan? What if the universe is made of dust, and 
«e are a warming, a disease, of this agglutinated 

I (fast? Does that relieve us of any part of our con- 
fcci? Does not the desire for good, the Implacable 
Bnnter, still follow at our heels? By which will 
balive — a guess, or your own experience? — fPuI- 
■ et Umbra."] 
lObviously we arc not intended to succeed. Dis- 
^intmcnt paves the way for another effort, for 
funhcr hope, which are the only satisfactions. A 
Faiihful Failure — that is the description of our 
ptat man. — ["A Christmas Sermon."] 
Socces* is sad. Desire and curiosity are the two 
s through which to see the world in enchanted 
■s.— ["El Dorado."] 

Ill 



kThis is the description, in these essays, of Stcven- 
pj characteristic thought about life from his 
e point on the rim of the crater. It is a gay 
yphy, and every philosopher knows that it is 
fanJer to be gay than grim. It boasts, but it is 
ntw a mockery. It decks itself out with bravado 
to chaDcoge the crucial moment, but with a bravado 
tiat is cheer, that covers zeal and not weakness. It is 
t^hiiosophy delicately strong, which your too zeal- 
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ous mortal can not lay hold of without crushing, 
and which your fool always ruins with unintel- 
ligent enthusiasm. It is always, let it be remem- 
bered, the finely wrought expression of a man dis- 
ciplined in the school which unconquerable egotism 
keeps with unconquerable fate. It is Stevenson's 
distinctive note; and it was first distinctly struck 
in his letters from Mentone, and in his essay, "Oi> 
dered South," which is almost as personal as a letter, 
and which was written with a touch of s^lish bra- 
very for his own encouragement and for the dieer 
of others. 

This essay, so full of his genial egotism, of his 
sociability, of his common sense touched with lAi- 
mor, marks the brave beginning of the life he was 
to face. For a few years, now, and the most impor- 
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genial gentlemen) used to deplore the relaxation of 
my fibre and the idleness to which I had succumbed. 
I hear less of this now; the next thing is they will 
J! me I am writing myself out ! and that my uncon- 
tntious conduct is bringing their grey hairs with 

row to the dust, I do not know— I mean I do 

1 one thing. For fourteen years I have not 

i a day's real health ; I have wakened sick and 

e to bed weary ; and I have done my work un- 
ffindiingly. 1 have written in bed, and written out 
of it, written in hemorrhages, written in sickness, 
""riitcn torn by coughing, written when my head 
s*im for weakness ; and for so long it seems to me 
i iavc won my wager and recovered my glove. I 
M better DOW, have been rightfully speaking since 
6fii I came to the Pacific ; and still few are tlie days 
■ben i am not in some physical distress. And the 
'^e goes on — ill or well, is a trifle; so as it goes. 
' was made for a contest, and the Powers have so 
*^ that my battlefield should be this dingy, inglo- 
fiotuonc of the bed and the physic bottle. At least 
! hii-e Dot failed, but 1 would have preferred a 
^Kt of tnunpctings and the open air over my 
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Ticse are the facts, not quite so fearsome, per- 
m they appear in this bald catalogue; but do 
not furnish more than an inkling of the char- 
acter and energy of the man who could dominate 
thnn by his imagination, who could with a gesture 
the chterless part of them to a comer of 
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his life. This man was the child who made a play 
out of the hours of sickness, who had grown up 
from the land of make-believe and dreams into the 
real world grim with trouble, carrying with him for 
defense a store of that practical, romantic courage 
which only the enduring fancy of youth provides. 
Thus Stevenson's literary character, so distinctly 
his personal character as well, will be seen to be the 
result of the conflict between his ambition and his 
health. It smacks always of the fortunes of this 
war, of the reverses as well as of the successes, of 
the attack and of the counter-attack, but always, 
whether in good or ill fortune, of the gallantry with 
which the war was conducted. "I will do nothing 
I cannot do smiling I" This is not mere bravado. 
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nanJrind. And even if death catch people, like an 
f.ptD pitfall, and in mid-career, laying out vast pro- 
jecti and planning monstrous foundations, flushed 
irih hope, and their mouths full of boastful lan- 
^ge, they should be at once tripped up and si- 
lenced: is there not something brave and spirited in 
such a termination? and does not life go down with 
a better grace, foaming in full body over a precipice, 
than miserably straggling to an end in sandy deltas? 
When the Greeks made their fine saying that those 
whom the gods love die young. I cannot help believ- 
ing they had this sort of death also in their eye. 
For surely, at whatever age it overtake the man, 
this is to die young. Death has not been suffered to 
take so much as an illusion from his heart. In the 
hot-fit of life, a-tiptoe on the highest point of being, 
he posses at a bound on to the other side. The noise 
of the mallet and chisel is scarcely quenched, the 
trumpets are hardly done blowing, when, trailing 
with him clouds of glory, this happy-starred, full- 
hloodcO spirit shoots into the spiritual land," — "Aes 
Triplex," Virginibus Puerisque. 

Stevenson's winter in Mentone, with its record of 
friendships, and the writing of "Ordered South." 
shows us what the foundation of his character had 
been and what the structure will be. As I have said, 
the discovery of the threatened disease was. in his 
cundition of nervous exhaustion, a very great shock. 
Daring the first morbid fear of dying he developed 
a fantastic, yet easily accountable, anxiety over not 
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being able to repay the money his father was spend- 
ing on him. Morbidity had been part of Steven- 
son's problem for several years, and it was only by 
a moral struggle, as I think can be seen from the 
essay, that he conquered it. But once conquered it 
did not easily return. Rarely again, though in the 
face of a thousand difficulties, did his gay philoso- 
phy desert him. Let me repeat here that the author 
of "Ordered South" is the author, five years later, 
of "Acs Triplex"; of the "Requiem" in 1884, after 
a like period; of "Pulvis et Umbra" and "A Christ- 
mas Sermon" in 1888; of the letter to Geor^ Mere- 
dith from which I have quoted, written in 1893, a 
year before his death. 
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plausible attraction that brought Stevenson from 
Edinburgh to France. He proceeded to Edinburgh 
in May. 1874. But he was never again to remain 
in Scotland over three months at a time. 

His health, though now much improved, was never 
good ill Scotland. His letters for the next few years 
make one realize the continual discomfort of his life 
— sore throats, colds, rheumatism, gout — through 
all of which he kept at his difficult task of writing. 
Oat of Scotland he seems always more vigorous and 
in what his biographers speak of as "comparative 
health and strength." Out of Scotland he was equal 
to rather rough trips and to some exposure ; he was 
able lo exercise more freely, to sleep out under the 
uars, and to follow the whims of his vagabond 
nature. For on leaving Mentone it is to be observed 
that his long wandering had begun, which never 
ceased until his death and which yet seemed so little 
to disturb the continuity of his life. It was a long 
wandering after many things which no man can 
foBow wilhoiii overwhelming disorder and fatuity, 
if at all. unless his character is growing in a strenu- 
ous and clear purpose. 



CHAPTER V 



VAGABONDAGE AND CRAFTSUANSHIF 



TD a young man the world seems always rather 
elderly. His family and friends are, first and 
last, prudential. Dull Respectability sits in office 
chairs and stalks the street in long coats. Solid 
Citizenship appears to be the one legitimate goal. 
To dare greatly is not a virtue ; to fail to experiment 
is not cowardice. And a slight incongruity between 
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^ to stlth dotm is a clear sign that a young man's 
pretentions to genius are the result of the untrained 
enthusiasm of youth, not of a dear understanding 
of the circumstances of life. It smacks of defiance 
and further failure, not of success. 

World, family, and friends are usually right ; and 
in Stevenson's case, his behavior during these criti- 
cal years, his refusal to 5nd out what regular habits 
would do for his health, must have been to all con- 
cerned peculiarly discouraging. Even granting him 
genius, there could have been little difficulty in show- 
ing that, logically, his literary production would be 
sounder if he came to it from some sort of profes- 
uonal point of view than from a boyish decision to 
be a free lance and to live solely for experience. 
Didcens, Thackeray, George Eliot, entered literature 
through the gateway of paid journalism. TroUope's 
opportunities as a post-ofBce official furnished him 
wHh his earliest materials, and, throughout his ca- 
fier, with the necessary observation of life. Charles 
Readc had been a lawyer. The polite essayists, 
LAmb and Hazlitt, whose manners Stevenson some- 
wbu copied, were respectively a business man and 
a painter. Of his friends, Gosse was a librarian, 
Henley was to be an editor, Meredith was a profes- 
sional reader and reviewer, and Lang an Oxford 
doo- Of the other men who were growing up about 
him, Hardy had been an architect. Hall Caine was 
<o be an architect, Kipling and Barrie were both 
joonialtits. It is, in fact, difficult to think of many 
Otteplions to the rule that successful literary men 
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learn life and how to see life afresh from the van- 
tage of an active business or profession, from a 
position in Ufe which is primarily practical rather 
than primarily critical. The most significant men 
of the present hour, Conrad, Wells, Bennett, Gals- 
worthy, De Morgan, were all trained for literature, 
not as Stevenson trained himself by going about 
with "a book to read in and another book to write 
in," while playing truant to a practical task; they 
were trained by paying attention to practical tasks, 
in seamanship, in biology, in journalism, in ofBcial 
work, in archeology. 

Yet no such list of authors with a professional 
background makes a valid argument for tlie ulti- 
mate failure of the unattached writer. (What fail- 
ure it does predict for him is chiefly temporary and 
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I belong to the poetic tetnperaraent. It Is hardly 
I be believed that his production would have been 
e TitaJ and durable than it is for a longer appren- 
tkeshtp in a definite profession. 



n 



To understand, from this point of view, Steven- 
soo's accomplishment, its relation to his character 
and (o his outward life, nothing is more important 
than to visualize at once broadly and exactly his 
energies during this period after he returned from 
Mcntone. His hfe from 1874 to 1880 presents 
such a picture of random comings and goings, dwell- 
ings here and there and nowhere, plans perfected 
only to be abandoned, articles written only to be 
tom np, that it requires some patience if not some 
special knowledge of the psychology of romantic 
genius to catch the drift of it all and to perceive 
his essential consistency. 

Sir Sidney Colvin, speaking of Stevenson's talk 
at this period, calls him tlje "past-master of the 
wndom." The phrase will apply as well, though 
"ith a slightly different meaning, to his part in life 
Airing his apprenticeship. If Stevenson was always 
1 wanderer and vagabond, he was also a master of 
tl» art of random living. This is a sanctioning title 
by which many an artist might seek to defend his 
Way of life, and it should imply a control of the 
pmvidcntial and changing details of a wanderer's 
: by a constant artistic purpose. In the 
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end Stevenson's purpose is :^>parent, his character 
emerges from confusion and dominates. 

Let it be understood that he was, during tlus 
period, in possession' of a suiHcient, allowance — 
seven pounds a month — ^to support the bare necessi- 
ties of life where he would, and that in 1875, on be- 
coming advocate at the Scottish bar he received 
from his father an instalment of his patrimony, one 
thousand pounds, which, however, lasted him and 
his impecunious friends a very short time. Certainly 
there was little or none of this sum left when he 
started for California in 1879. From his writing 
he made only a few pounds — Mr. Balfour says 
never over fifty pounds — before 1878, his first great 
year of production. It should also be borne in 
mind that the necessities of his health, joining nat- 
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Leslie Stephen, editor of The CornhUl, and was ra- 
ihfT fitfully at work on a study of Walt Whitman. 
Hefinighcd the paper called "Movements of Young 
Children" and a review of Lytton's Fables in Song. 
Meanwhile Mentone had not cured his tendency to 
sore throat, and he also found himself suffering 
from that confusion in his head which he had com- 
plained of and learned to tolerate during his conva- 
lescence. He made a visit to Hampstead with Col- 
vin; and in August, much set up by a short yachting 
trip with Sir Walter Simpson, he went with his 
pjftnts to North Wales. The article on Kno.x occu- 
pied httn now for some time, and incidentally he 
printed a pamphlet called An Appeal to the Clergy 
of the Church of Scotland. From a letter, it appears 
that he was writing some of those short fables that 
«we published posthumously. In November he 
wiBied through Buckinghamshire, and later made 
1 iketch of his experiences, "An Autimm Effect," 
for The Portfolio. After visiting London he was 
apin, before the end of the month, in Edinburgh 
laii at work on a story, one of the many never 
printed, "King Matthias's Hunting Horn," which 
orited him "like wine, or fire, or death, or love 
orsocDcthing," because it seemed so "weird and fan- 
twk." "Nothing of my own writing," he says to 
Mn. Sitwell, "ever excited me so much." He forth- 
■ith proceeds to write an Italian story, "When the 
Dcril was Well," and some dozen others, none ever 
<iuile finished, but of which he makes a list that gives 
luD the idea of immediate publication in book form, 
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"A book with boards is a book with boards; even 
if it hain't a very fat one." This plan for a book, 
conceived in January 1875, seems to have evap- 
orated in February. That month is notable for his 
meeting Henley at the City Hospital. April saw 
him in Barbizon with the ideas for "Forest Notes" 
beginning to "bubble" in his mind. Before the end 
of the month he is back in Edinburgh. His bar 
examination was looming up, and though he wrote 
an article on Bums for the Britannica (which turned 
out to be not quite suitable), he devoted himself to 
reading law, and he passed his examination credit- 
ably on July fourteenth. 

To this end he had been nominally at work for 
four years. Yet he never made more than a per- 
functory effort to practise, and the most obvious 
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inter of 1875-76 was spent with considerable dis- 
comfort in Edinburgh, where he made a faint- 
hearted attempt to practise law. In January he took 
a short walking trip in Carrick and Galloway, de- 
scribed in one of his essays. During the spring he 
wrote the articles on "Beranger," "Walking Tours," 
and "Charles d'Orleans." In August, after a tour in 
the West Highlands, he and Sir Walter Simpson 
i down the Oise, winding up at Barbizon and 
The record of this expedition. An Inland 
\ge, which is Stevenson's fit^t book, is by no 
s the most important matter connected with it. 
; voyage led to his meeting Mrs, Osboume at 
t and determined him in his resolution not to 
t down in Edinburgh. 
For Ste\'enson the leisure and the romantic ex- 
t of this autumn was immediately fruitful, 
[ of his unsurpassably best work followed — 
I first part of V'trginibus Pucrtsque, the essay on 
trs, and the essay on Villon. Besides, he wrote 
if* farcical fragment called "The Hair Trunk." 
The winter of 1876-77 saw him at work in Edin- 
l*!^ tra these things, together with what are per- 
tapj his two cleverest short stories, "The Sire de 
MiKtroit's Door" and "A Lodging for the Night." 
Kowork of Stevenson shows so well the genius with 
■Wch be caught the kindred spirit of French n>- 
o«nces. In a letter to Mrs. Sitwell from Penzance 
ia Aogu.st he mentions "The Sire de Maletroit's 
Door" and "AVil! o' the Mill" as being finished, and 
M essay CO "The Two Sainl Michaels' Mounts" and 
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a story called "The Stepfather's Story" as being "in 
the clouds." "You see," he adds, "how worit bub- 
bles in my mind." 

Eighteen himdred seventy-eight was his great 
year. He was extraordinarily restless and extraord- 
inarily productive; and his friendship with Mrs. 
Osbourne was his great inspiration. The list of this 
year's essays, stories, plays, was enough to establish 
a considerable fame. In The Comlall appeared 
"Will o' the Mill," "Crabbed Age and Youth," "Aes 
Triplex," "English Admirals," "Child's Play"; in 
London (which Henley edited), "A Plea for Gas 
Lamps," "Pan's Pipes," "El Dorado," "Providence 
and the Guitar" ; in The Temple Bar, "The Sire de 
Maletroit's Door" ; in The New Quarterly, "Walt 
Whitman" ; in The Portfolio, and also in book form. 
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I his life he continued to begin with enthusiasm 
and assurance ventures which never matured, which 
were cither literary pastimes to be dropped in a day 
r two or which proved after much labor to lead 
toward a mechanical and arbitrary ending. 
I by 1880 we may say that he had reached that 
f o( thinking, tliat style, which is typical of his 
tion as a whole. In the essays of Virginibus 
rrisque, in "Framjois Villon," in those master- 
as of short story and fable like "Will o' the Mill" 
"Lodging for the Night," you will find his most 
rcprtsentative trails. Also in such sketches as "For- 
est Notes," Travels zvith a Donkey, you will find his 
•raniw of how he acquired these traits. 




Ill 



TTk fact that Stevenson began his career as a 
'■Titer with a great deal of sermonizing on the sub- 
)ta of craftsmanship is significant. It is in keeping 
'"^ his self-consciousness, with his desire to write 
uiobiDgraphy. It is part of his defense of his 
*iyof life. It has also undoubtedly helped to cre- 
«e the taste by which it is to be appreciated. Now 
'Ure is in Stevenson a good deal of writing for 
■niing's sake, a good deal of practise work, and 
'fas his philosophy of art accounts for. Accord- 
^'•fto his professions in "A College Magazine," that 
3say where he lays down with emphasis his rules 
'i^r the acquiring of craftsmanship, he went about 
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with two books in his pocket, one to read in and one 
to write in. As he walked or sat by the roadside 
he was busy fitting what he saw with appropriate 
words. He accompanied himself on his walks with 
dramatic dialogues and often wrote down conversa- 
tions from memory. Thus he "lived with words." 
But this was not the most efficient part of his traitt* 
ing, for it had one grave defect; it set no standard 
of achievement. There was more profit, as well as 
more effort, in certain exercises in imitation. When- 
ever he read any book or passage particularly pleas- 
ing he at once sat down "to ape that quality." In 
Hazlitt, Lamb, Wordsworth, Sir Thomas Browne, 
Defoe, Hawthorne, Montaigne, Baudelaire, Ober- 
mann, Ruskin, Browning, Keats, Thackeray, Du- 
mas, he found masters to whom he could olav "tha 
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[ zeal of purpose, it still remains true that Ste- 
venson, looking back over his apprenticeship years, 
believed such habits iind methods to be essential and 
usual influences in the acquisition of craftsmanship. 
But who, it is asked, besides Stevenson, ever car- 
ried out this sort of thing literally and completely? 
Perhaps not many people. But nearly all our great 
poets have comprehended the originality of some- 
body else so intimately that it was creative in their 
own minds. Keats and Milton acknowledge Spen- 
ser to be their master. Wordsworth is greatly in- 
debted to Cowper. Byron learned much of his art 
frum Pijpe. This means, however, not that they 
learned to think by studying models, but that they 
learned how l)etter to hear and visualize their 
thw^hts. The technique of poetry consists largely 
in making thought sensational; and just as the 
paiiUer trains his eye by copying pictures, by submit- 
ting to the masters, so the poet acquires some power 
of words by catching the glint and the true ring of 
■lion. It can not be inferred that his own composi- 
tJDiis are echoes. The power to write as artists write 
niuijts not only in thinking logically and simply, 
Uit in feeling \-ividly while one writes. The second 
pMl of this unified process, usually thought of as 
4e first, is not alone the fixing of thought in 
Incnagc, but the transforming of sensation into 
tboBghl and the prcscrxation of it still as sensation 
in Ui^uage. And it is in this matter that exercises 
<o tnut&tion count, for they bring a writer to a more 
iWougfa imdcrsUnding of the sensational texture 
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of language than he can possibly arrive at inde- 
pendently. 

This kind of imitation, as Stevenson practised it, 
is a form of curiosity. The artist wishes to get the 
feel of the language, and he imitates a manner or 
a tone, not for the sake of modeling his own thoughts 
in the same way, but for the sake of satisfying his 
curiosity as to what that peculiar manner and tone 
consist in. A perfectly literal following of Steven- 
son's famous advice would require the same sort 
of persistence that Stevenson himself showed and 
would almost certainly help a man to discover the 
vein of his originality. Few men, however, have 
sufficient character or curiosity to investigate their 
capabilities in this way. As regards carrying about 

note-book to write in by the wayside, there ; 
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writing a poem on Hylas and the nymphs. So in 
another year ! was writing upon a theme whose sym- 
bol ami image was the wind blowing, and, of course. 
agiri in the wind; I watched five seasons through, 
watched and caught at and tried to express those 
bejutiful living images. I remember an undated 
niidwblcr in Chicago — or was it New York? — 
when at the comers of those deep city canons every 
woman became, this instant and that, statuar>' beau- 
tiful as the winged Victory. . . . If I may para- 
phrase Stevenson, that, like it or not, is the way to 
Ittm to tell the truth; whether I have profited or 
trt, that is the way. Live it out for yourself, and 
all these things shall be added unto you, the rules 
ami the rules, as you grow in wise experience of 
jour own life." 

This is interesting because it indicates the danger 
"1 «hich Stevenson himself too often fell — the dan- 
jwof painting instead of writing. When a young 
•^ist, aged fifteen (?) must write his poem by 
dirirg under the riwr to find an adjective, coming 
1? to record golden, diving for another and coming 
"Pto record grten, he is applying to literature pre- 
tttiy the methods of the more sensational art of 
piinting. He is indeed painting and not writing.' 

'Tliil the note-book r*ali*t does not have the poets on his 
"k m«r be teen from Ihe following: mstance. cite<t in Kniglit's 
•Aioo of WordswortlVs porms: Mr. Aulirey dc Verc tells 
«fi unremtioii he had with Woritsworth, in wliich he vc- 
"BBCBilf eondenincd the ultru'fcalistic poet, who goes to Na- 
"»« with 'pencil and note-book, and jots down whatever 
ttrJKi him most,' adding, 'Nature docs not permit an inven- 
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In the next chapter there will be a good deal to 
say about the influence of the painter's art on Ste- 
venson's style, an influence not wholly beneficial. 
But what Stevenson once wrote in a letter to his 
young friend, Mr. Trevor Haddon, now a member 
of the Royal Society of Brilish Artists, about art 
in general shows his broad understanding of theory 
as well as his private enthusiasm for technique. 
He heads his remarks, "Notes for the student 
of any art:" "1. Keep an intelligent eye on aU 
the others. It is only by doing so that you come to 
see what Art is : Art is the end common to them all ; 
it is none of the points by which they differ 2. In 
this age, beware of realism. 3. In your own art, 
bow your head over technique. Think of technique 
when you rise and when you go to bed. Forget 



^ thing 

■Up 

^ tolK 



t won 



VAGABOND AND CRAFTSMAN 93 

tking of the incumbencies that are laid on the man 
recognizes in himself this aim. And it may 
Ip us to accoimt for tlie conscious effort he makes 
to lie sensitive to and to encompass a hundred pass- 
ing impressions which we more practical beings, 
bent only on choosing the practical and advanta- 
pous, can neglect. In fact, to pay much attention to 
those other impressions blinds us to the real issues 
and. a* we say, makes dreamers or idlers of us so 
tlai wc "get nowhere." 

This is what world, family, and friends have said 

)f many an artist during his period of vagabondage, 

Wanderjahre, and it was of course said of Ste- 

He was known and pointed out, he tells 

for the pattern of an idler. The modem world 

not recognize the rights of any but the success- 

iitist to demand periods of complete leisure and 

So in the face of a busy world, and for that 

*orid's good, the novice must often take what it 

•add seem to deny him — the right to look on just 

the sake of looking on, the right to experience 

just for the sake of tlie experience. He will not 

len defend his productive idleness in advance of 

production; and the world has no way of dis- 

ti=piishing the seemingly idle artist from the ulti- 

Eatdy vain. The novice, knowing instinctively that 

'liihis task to feel the whole of life actually or in 

m^ination. and to feel it without confusion, finds 

instinct the warrant for his way of life. To 

a idleness appears full and serious — an oppor- 

to oote all the contingencies of his experi- 
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ence, out of which he must shortly produce a. simple, 
ordered, and vivid picture. 

As we have already seen in "An Apology for 
Idlers," which Stevenson wrote in 1877 while idling 
somewhere between Barbizon and Edinbur^, he 
understood how to defend the morale of his ap- 
prenticeship. If it is after your fancy you will 
find more of the same doctrine in "Pan's Pipes," 
"Forest Notes," "Walkii^ Tours," and many illus- 
trations of it in Travels with a Donkey and the other 
excursions of this period. "Providence and the 
Guitar," is a story written in its special humor. 
"Will o' the Mill" is its more serious reflection. 

Stevenson's fundamental proposition is worth re- 
curring to here : 
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science; but it is all round about you, and for the 
trouble of looking, that you will acquire the warm 
and palpitating facts of life." — "Apology for 
Idlers," Virginibus Puerisque. 



Idleness does not imply being lazy. The artist 
makes of it the most important thing he has to do. 
He can never be vacant, dull, negative. One day at 
Mentone, while sitting on an olive-clad slope behind 
the town, Stevenson had noticed how the flurries 
of wind made "little silverings" over the sea of 
branches as the undersides of the leaves caught the 
light. He writes to Mrs. Sitwell that he tried for 
long to hit on some language that would give ever 
so faintly this impression, "but the Muse was not 
favorable." It may seem as if this were a particu- 
larly idle and trivial occupation and that he might 
have better devoted himself to the Horace which 
he had in his pocket. As a matter of fact, one hour 
spent in trying to solve personally one of the prob- 
lems of composition can often give more insight 
into the Art of Poetry than many hours of reading 
in Horace. The problem was in this case a very 
difficult one. "Little silverings," as Stevenson rec- 
ognized, is not the phrase to comprehend the im- 
pression. "Hoary in the wind" some one else has 
suggested; but that does not catch the shifting color 
of the leaves. There are certain impressions of na- 
ture among them the most beautiful, which have so 
far escaped the faculties, the coordinations, of either 
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poet or painter; and this particular sensation whidi 
one marvels at wherever there are olive trees, is one 
of them. At Mentone it is made of an intermingled 
glimmering of sun and air and trees against the 
"blue of the sea" as Stevenson's letter suggests. 
But if Stevenson, like other sojourners on the 
Riviera, failed to compose these elements so as to 
satisfy the sensational memory, the attempt was 
the kind of exercise that led toward art. It was the 
sort of attempt which led him to be successful in 
many similar instances; which enabled him to de- 
scribe, for the benefit of his favorite scoundrel, 
Villon, the snow falling in the streets of Paris: 
"Flake after flake descended out of the black night 
air, silent, circuitous, interminable . . . the 
whole city was sheeted up," Look at the snow 
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I cooiwcticin with the wind as vivid as that — "flap- 
[ ping above one like an immense banner"? 

Stevenson's writing is full of what we may call 
sensations of place. While basking in the Mediter- 
nncan sun at Mcntone his thoughts traveled north- 
ward, "and many a doleful vignette of llie grim 
W'iWry streets at home returns to him, and begins 
liifaant his memory. The hopeless, huddled alti- 
tude of tramps in doorways; the flinching gait of 
larefoot children on the icy pavement ; the sheen of 
tin rainy streets toward afternoon; the meagre 
iniiomy of the poor defined by the clinging of wet 
prments; the high canorous note of the North- 
tastw on days when the verj' houses seem to stiffen 
*'th cold ; these, and such as these, crowd back upon 
him, and mockingly substitute themselves for the 
fanciful winter scenes with which he had pleased 
himself awhile before." ("Ordered South," Vir- 
Ifinibus Puerisque.) That is Edinburgh, the north- 
*^ town, the picture of winter chill. I recall my 
uwn first impression of that city, one September 
*TOiiDg. while I was standing at a windy comer of 
"'gli Street looking down on the town and far 
Woss to the widening Forth. My guide-book under 
■"y ami, or the friend at my elbow, had told me 
•Jot Edinburgh is the most picturesque city in 
"ifope. But at that moment I saw beyond tlie 
poisibjlity of any words which one ordinarily has 
« his command ; and that moment remained long 
"I memory, vivid, haunting, and quite inarticulate. 
I made no effort to reduce it tu words. 1 felt sim- 
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ply that I had seen Edinbui^h, its history, its ro- 
mance. Once at a concert, a piece of music by 
Chopin revived the impression sharply; but it was 
not till I came across a sentence of Stevenson's, 
years later, that I knew, as we say, what I had 
seen. It was "the gloom of high-lying, old stone 
cities, imminent on the windy seaboard." For me 
that was instantly the composition of my memory. 
A writer does not do many such things for one so 
simply and Jinally, without there being in his mind 
the recurrent purpose of seeing and arranging the es- 
sential elements in every phase of his surroundings. 
It is thus a purpose by which the casual continually 
becomes, or is constrained to be, of practical import. 
In Stevenson's case, though his writing suffers from 
a certain attendant self-consciousness and other ob- 
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that a painter of the Barbizon school wotild 
form It* 

In his letters these things afford glimpses of his 
mtural, spontaneous imagination. But the same 
impetus, carried too far, led him to write a series 
of longish ''fragments" commemorating various 
little tours he made on foot — "Cockermouth and 
Keswick," "An Autumn Effect," "A Winter's Walk 
in Carrick and Galloway." They resemble chiefly 
the sketches of a painter before he knows just what 
he wants to do. They are interesting chiefly in re- 
lation to some final result. But in Stevenson's case 
there is no specific final result, and hence they re- 
gain mere tours de force. Yet how much oftener 
A^es greatness in creative art grow out of the 
^^ries of a youth who is bent on climbing high 
^ constant experiment than out of the little wis- 
<lom of him who learns early a successful method 
of securing what is on a level with his nose ! 

., 'For illustration, see his Letters, Biographical Edition, 
Vol I. pp. 75, 84. 93, 103, 110, 129. 



CHAPTER VI 

VAGABONDAGE AND CRAFTSMANSHIP: BASBIZON 
I 

STEVENSON, who in many respects of his art 
never matured, was always an experimentalist 
Though he became, as Mr. Copeland has said in his 
essay on Stevenson,^ "perfect on the page," the 
page, in relation to the whole, is often fr^mentary. 
In many of Stevenson's productions of this time and 
.xUictidiis which lack sweep and compre- 
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%td him to the cause of failure in many of his 
kmeier books. 

C^x^IicaJJy. Stevenson understood the broader 
iun^rtions of the novelist's art. This is evident from 
his ^jctremc de^'otion to Meredith and from his ad- 
n>ira.tion of Hugo, two authors who together in- 
ducic nearly all the positive virtues that he lacked. 
Vet, though he describes in his essay on Hugo the 

Idontinating moral and artistic forces of that writer 
■ they combine to emphasize each other and make 
jo* purpose, Stevenson himself but rarely suc- 
"tteds in that aim of all true art. In The Master of 
^tUantrae, for example, you follow him for a cer- 
lun number of pages in surprise at his vivid eye 
ind at what seems a carefully suspended plot. Then 
you begin to doubt if he knows just what he is 
titling it all for. At the end you are convinced that 
^ never had a real plan — only a vivid fancy which 
"Whcs here and there, and which, so far as illumina- 
^_ lion of the whole is concerned, grows dimmer. 
^^K In possible explanation of this. T think it should 
^^P* noted once more that during several crucial years, 
^^Stevenson was too strongly affected by the influence 
"' Barbizon and the methods of the painter. A 
P>iiiter needs much practise here and there in the de- 
IJiUof composition in order to secure manual apt- 
■si;btit mental aptness is what the writer is after, 
'wJthat is properly secured by pursuing some defi- 
ine and important end to which obser\-ation, or 
Aeicbing, is but contributory. Of this Barbizon in- 
«Knce. "Forest Notes" is the most direct result. It is 
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a series of charming sketches composed in the forest 
of Fontainebleau itself or at Siron's Inn (now the 
Hotel de I'Exposition), that favorite and most con- 
genially Bohemian resting place of all Stevenson's 
vagabondage, A person who walks across the for- 
est from Fontainebleau to Barbizon may make a 
curious study in contrast. The palace of Fontaine- 
bleau, one of the most tritely and formally arranged 
palaces in France, filled with the vapid gilt and 
porcelain conventions of her chief period of 
outward splendor; the park, swept, clipped, geo- 
metrically perfect and in all its details the exact 
counterpart of an exercise by a garden poet — ^these 
stand on one side of the forest as monuments of 
splendid, decorative order. On the other side, at a 
morning's walk, is Siron's Inn and Barbizon. Here 
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: esirats. Upon the more long-suffering the 
hrjer tax was levied; and your bill lengthened in 
3 direct proportion to the easiness of your disposi- 
tiofl. At any hour of the morning, again, you 
odd get your coffee, or cold milk, and set forth 

II iitto the forest. The doves had perhaps v^akened 

^^fasn, fluttering into your very chamber; and on the 

^^Bbfeshold of the inn you were met by the aroma of 

^^K forest. Close by were the great aisles, the 

^^Musy boulders, the interminable field of forest 

^^Bidow. There you were free to dream and wan- 

^^^CT- And at noon, and again at six o'clock, a good 

mnl awaited you on Siron's table. The whole of 

>'our accommodation, set aside that varying item 

•jf the cstrats, cost you five francs a day ; your bill 

*is neii'er offered you until you asked it; and if 

yw were out of luck's way. you might depart for 

*i(Te you pleased and leave it pending. — "Fon- 

<*indj!eau," Across the Plains, 

In spite of his sketcher*s method which led him, 
« he says, to get ready his own palette "and lay 
"^ the color for a woodland scene in words," in 
sprteof its being, that is, nothing more than a series 
-if drawings of trees, boulders, glades, bosquets 
Utibrcux, a set of themes cm "The Woods by 
^ight," "Siron's Inn," "The Woods in March," 
"The Freedom of the Woods" and so on, "Forest 
'Votes" reproduces a total effect of marvelous actu- 
iSty. I walked across the forest one day a few 
ran ago. It has a character all its own; I have 
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never had the same forest impressions anywhert 
else; and it seemed to me precisely, and in all its 
variety, the forest of Stevenson's sketches. This 
would be, according to the principles of Barbizon, 
a crowning word of praise; but description for its 
own sake may scarcely be an end in literature. 
One of Stevenson's favorite authors of this period, 
George Borrow, might have taught him that; for 
Borrow always has in \-iew some kind of arrival in 
his wanderings. But Stevenson has here little con- 
tinuity other than that of his own footsteps. He 
disclaims any other. He winds up his disquisition 
with a section called "Morality." the gist of which 
is that in the forest, in this retired realm of art, 
there can be no morality, for everything there is 
but part of a picture. This is a moral which might 
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of representation. In that, he must pause long 

[oil faithfully; that is his apprenticeship; and 

I only the few who will really grow beyond it 

»ixl go forward, fully equipped, to do the business 

o( real art — to give life to abstractions and sig- 

,irific3ncc and charm to facts. In the meanwhile, 

him dwell much among his fellow-craftsmen. 

alone can take a serious interest in the childish 

and pitiful successes of these years. They 

tan behold with equanimity this fingering of 

dumb keyboard, this polishing of empty sen- 

this dull and literal painting of dull and 

ignificant subjects. Outsiders will spur him on. 

will say. 'Why Ho you not write a great book, 

3 great picture?' If his guardian angel fail 

liirn, they may even persuade him to the attempt. 

ten to one, his hand is coarsened and his style 

for life." — "Fontainebleao," Across the 




The danger of all this Stevenson himself well 
)tood. and, as I have remarked and shall point 
"at later in regard to his production as a whole, he 
'linwelf suffered from the disease which he here 
iE«s on to describe. ".And this brings me to a wam- 
"Sft The life of the apprentice to any art is both 
lostnuned and pleasing ; it is strewn with small suc- 
fttses in the midst of a career of failure, patiently 
"ipported ; the heaviest scholar is conscious of a 
OTlain progress; and if he come not appreciably 
nearer to the art of Shakespeare, grows lettcr-per- 
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feet in tlie domain of A-B, ab. But the time comeS' 
when a man should cease prelusory gymnastic, stand 
up, put a violence upon his will, and for better or 
worse, begin tlie business of creation. This evit 
day there is a tendency continually to postpone; 
above all with painters. They have made so many 
studies that it has become a habit; they make more^ 
the walls of exhibitions blush with them ; and death 
finds these aged students still busy with their horn- 
book. This class of man finds a congenial home i& 
artist villages; in the slang of the English colony 
at Barbizon we used to call them 'Snoozers.' Con- 
tinual returns to the city, the society of men farther^ 
advanced, the study of great works, a sense of 
humoia-, or, if such a thing is to be had, a little rfr 
lieion or ohilosonhv. are tlie means of treatment.- 
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fcwn ihe Oise nearly to the Seine, as far as Pon- 
Uise. Stevenson later speaks of the book as "not 
fedly written, thin, mildly cheery and strained." 
It is obviously written for the sake of style, which 
Vads him to make much out of little and to "paint." 
But for all that, it is a pleasant diversion. When 
Jim finish it you have been to France again, talked 
shh her people, played with her children, put up 
a her inns, and eaten of her food or gone hungry, 
liwys in the most companionable manner. Steven- 
too'i journeys are always confidential, full of him- 
xlf and without one touch of conceit. The joke, if 
there is one, is on the writer, who, though gallant at 
l»art and fond of glowing words, never cuts too 
fine a figure on his own stage. Most of us, to our- 
*<It», are rather awkward failures ; and every man 
onliiid his points of sympathy with Stevenson, who 
does t»t pose as one of the world's strong, proud, 
snctssful products. 

You must imagine him at this time extremely 
liin, one hundred sixteen pounds, with something 
nther unearthly in his face and eyes, a little more 
than usually absurd in his accoutrement, a velvet 
JKkct and cap. a red sash with a knife stuck through 
"I for bravado. Nearly everywhere he was the 
pne of children of whom he pretends to be 
*I«ionnally fearful, though he records one occasion 
of trhunph over them : "They could not make 
Htoogh of my red sash." he says of some inquisitive 
rwngslers along ilic Sambre; "and my knife filled 
tiian with awe." In spite of the solid respectability 
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of Sir Walter Simpson, the pair were refused ad- 
mittance at several inns. In others they were 
snubbed as pedlers. Stevenson says that though 
a bom British subject, he never succeeded in con- 
vincing a single foreign official of his nationality. 
"For the life of me I cannot understand it. I, too, 
have been knolled to church and sat at good men's 
feasts, but I bear no mark of it. I am as strange 
as a Jack Indian to their official spectacles. I might 
come from any part of the globe, it seems, except 
from where I do." But he was not speaking the 
literal truth when he said he could not understand 
it. In fact be was rather fond of explaining it. 
To a friend who asked for a photograph, he wrote : 
"When I get one you shall have a copy. It will 
not be like me ; sometimes I turn out a capital, fresh 
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ather curious misfits. The result — his arrest and 

anprisonnient as a vagrant by the commissary of 

Oiatillon-sur-Loire — is the example supreme of Ste- 

I lensonian adventure and should be read by every- 

I bdy for himself in the "Epilogue." 

But before that, one rainy night at La Fere on 

Iftc Oise. and at other less respectable places, no 

ifcubt, Stevenson had suffered. It was not entirely 

ffcrthe sake of literature. He and Sir Walter had 

towed their boats by the river and were proceeding 

ward La Fere on foot. 

! "At last a second gateway admitted us to the 

I itself. Lighted windows looked gladsome, 

Jiffs of comfortable cookerj' came abroad upon 

It air. The town was full of the military reserve, 

t for the French Autumn manoeuvres, and the 

rvists walked speedily and wore their formidable 

It was a fine night to be within doors 

T dinner and hear the rain upon the windows. 

I The Cigarette and I could not sufficiently con- 

itolate each other on the prospect, for we had 

ntold there was a capital inn at La Fere. Such 

j^iGnncr as we were going to eat ! such beds as we 

t lo sleep in ! and all the while the rain raining 

Pbooselcss folk over all the poplared country-side. 

■made our mouths water. The inn bore the name 

■ xxne woodland animal, stag, or hart, or hind, I 

forget which. But I shall never forget how spa- 

wus and how eminently habitable it looked as we 

item near. The carriage entry was lighted up, not 
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by intention, but from the mere superfluity of fire 
and candle in the house. A rattle of many dishes 
came to our ears; we sighted a great field of table- 
cloth; the kitchen glowed like a forge and smelt 
like a garden of things to eat. 

"Into this, the inmost shrine and physiological 
heart of a hostelry, with all its furnaces in action 
and all its dressers charged with viands, you are 
now to suppose us making our triumphal entry, a 
pair of damp rag-and-bone men, each with a \\iap 
india-rubber bag upon his arm. I do not believe I 
have a sound view of that kitchen; I saw it tlirough 
a sort of glory, but it seemed to me crowded with 
the snowy caps of cookmen, who all turned round 
from their saucepans and looked at us with sur- 
prise. There was no doubt about the landlady. 
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"'Out with you — out of the door I' she screeched. 

'SoTtet, sortez, soriez par la parte!' 

"I do not know how it happened, but next mo- 

tnt we were out in the rain and darkness, and I 

s cursing before the carriage like a disappointed 

irntticant. WTiere were the boating-men of Bel- 

? where the judge «uid his good wines? and 

Acre the graces of Origny? Black, black was the 

"n^hi after the fireht kitchen, but what was that 

to iJic blackness in our heart ? This was not the 

fini time that I have been refused a lodging. Often 

Hill often have I planned what I should do if such 

a misadventure happened to me again. And nothing 

i* easier to plan. But to put in execution, with the 

t boiling at the indignity? Try it; try it only 

t, and tell me what you did. 

"It is all very fine to talk about tramps and 

iKty. Six hours of police surveillance (such 

> I have had) or one brutal rejection from an inn 

Cor change your views upon the subject like a 

of lectures. As long as you keep in the 

' regions, with the world bowing to you as 

T^ go, social arrangements have a very handsome 

ur; but once get under the wheels and you wish 

wdety were at the devil. I will give most rcspect- 

^ men a fortnight of such a life, and then I will 

°fftr them twopence for what remains of their 

iwrality. 

"For my part, when I was turned out of the Stag, 
or the Hind, or whatever it was, I would have set 
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the temple of Diana on fire if it had been handy." 
— An Inland Voyage. 

Stevenson has recorded that he was once a red- 
hot theoretical sociaHst and that he had no regrets 
in looking back on that period of his life. He was 
aU his life the right kind of practical every-day so- 
cialist; and such experiences as his absurd costume 
made him Uable to were not without their value- 
Yet at this time he was intent on romance and in- 
dividualism rather than on social uniformity. He 
liked to imagine, as he records in the "Epilogue," 
that he resembled his vagabond scamp, Francois 
\''illon. Perhaps he did — in the scamp's few ami- 
able traits. At all events, this outward defiance of 
convention — and it is a very queer queemess that 
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that requires attendance at an office," cries Stevenson 
at the beginning of the book. "There are few call- 
ings, I should like to say, where a man gives up less 
of his hberty in return for regular meals." Always 
full of fandful hiunors and romantic purposeless- 
ness, he seems to have most enjoyed little incidents 
of the merely casual sort. Handkerchiefs waved 
from a garden by the river caused quite a stir of 
heart. "And yet," he says, "how we should have 
wearied and despised each other, these girls and I, 
if we had been introduced at a croquet party ! But 
this is a fashion I love: to kiss the hand or wave 
a handkerchief to people I shall never see again, 
to play with possibility, and knock in a peg for 
fancy to hang upon. It gives the traveler a jog, 
reminds him that he is not a traveler everywhere, 
and that his journey is no more than a siesta by the 
way on the real march of life." 

in 

It was at the end of this voyage, I believe, that 
Stevenson, on repairing to Barbizon and Grez, found 
a much more serious affair on the real march of 
life than any he had yet encountered. Mrs. Os- 
boume, a California woman who had been for some 
time separated from her husband, was spending a 
few years in France for the education of her chil- 
dren. In August, 1876, she was amusing herself 
with a little sketching in the forest of Fontainebleau. 
She and Stevenson at once fell in love. With ro- 
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mance there came, as always, a practical problem — 
in this case peculiarly harassing and difficult. The 
uncertainty of Stevenson's health, the imcertainty 
of his finances, the uncertainty of Mrs. Osboume's 
own problem, made a continually renewed strain 
which rendered him more than ever susceptible to 
a return of his physical troubles. At the same time 
he increased his efforts to prove himself financially 
equal to the situation; and in 1878 he earned enough 
from his pen to give him some warrant for the de- 
cision which he wished to make. Moreover, his 
trip through the Cevennes, in September and Octo- 
ber of that year, which furnished him with the 
materials for his Travels with a Donkey, must have 
shown him that he had gained much in powers of 
observation. Though the book is in the same man- 
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Wmcd to America, and for a few weeks re- 
joined her husband in Indianapolis, their native 
town; but thej' separated once more, and she went 
on to California. She was seriously ill there during 
the winter. In the summer of 1879 she found that 
she could probably secure a divorce ; and Stevenson 
no longer hesitated as to what his course should be. 
He engaged passage on an emigrant ship from 
Glasgow. In regard to such a step the disapproval 
of his parents was a foregone conclusion. They 
"ere not consulted ; and his father, for a time, was 
mtlincii to put the worst construction on his son's 
twiduct. No doubt the author of the productions 
•^f 1878 felt some confidence in his powers to face 
llie World alone. But he could not count on health. 
His health at once belied him and made the next 
twelve months' experience matter for an epic of 
hardship. 



CHAPTER VII 



THE FttST GREAT ADVENTURE 



FOR a Strong and healthy man what Stevenson 
now attempted would have proved a. task with 
failure always imminent and the very possibility of 
success doubtful. For a man in Stevenson's condi- 
tion, it meant, from the start, skirting the edge of 
tragedy. This fact is cheerfully accepted in the 
pages of The Amateur Emigrant and Across the 
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his great mistalces and a risk he really had no right 
to mn. With the strain and the bad nourishment of 
travel, his disease of the lungs, whatever its exact 
diaracter may have been, gathered such headway 
that he arrived in California with his health, for 
ihe time being, and when he most needed it, com- 
pletely wrecked. 

But the account of his journey is a classic It is 
tiie best of all his narratives of travel. It differs 
tspedally from the previous books in the change 
of emphasis from scenery and merely picturesque 
itnprtssions to humanity and social ideas. He is here 
tw) longer trying to be a painter ; or rather he is not 
vxatni to be a mere observer. The attitude of the 
I has vanished. Every one who wishes to 
■ what sort of man Stevenson's buffeting with the 
jtorid had made of him should read Mrs. Steven- 
s preface to The jimateur Emigrant. Indeed 
* finest, and I think the truest, picture of R. L. S. 
s in her contributions to the volumes of The 
fographicai Edition; and this particular preface, 
h the succeeding pages of the narrative itself, 
s a fundamental document for understanding 
ii's Social point of view about life. 

The book describes that most interesting of all 
**iM, the gradual drawing together and eslablish- 
"■on of relations of a fixed group of people, previ- 
'•"ily strangers, aboard a passenger ship. Coming 
^ of the Clyde all are looking askance at one an- 
"•her. Especially among the Englishmen distance 
^ sospicion prevail. A day later, on leaving 
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Lough Foy]e. the company begins "to draw together 
by inscrutable magnetisms." Fonnalittes obtrude 
less and less. Natural curiosity, or what Ang^o- 
Saxons prefer to call social instinct, begins to mod- 
ify arbitrary relations, till, in New York harbor, 
these people have become human and comprehen- 
sible. Stevenson's interest in this process is not 
abstract. There is no generalizing talk about "the 
steerage" and "emigration" which does not reflect 
intimacy with particular individuals in the problem. 
Stevenson is not an expert in sociology; but he is 
never quite at fault in his theories. He limits himself 
largely to what he sees. His observations are hu- 
man and artistic, not economic. Yet such economic 
questions as why the emigrant leaves home, what 
he expects to find in a new country, what typical 
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««ts. Stevenson, looking from the second cabin, 
saw centrally what most of us see superficially. The 
tesons of the occasion were for him great and 
enduring lessons, while for us they are an amuse- 
mtnt. 
It furnished a complete little criticism of the 
^d, that central second cabin, with the saloon 
engers above and the steerage below. The 
Tman is autonymous; the lower so intimately 
1 up with his neighbors that he is at their 
; neither is free. For Stevenson there was a 
n here that made him desire a new kind of citi- 
wishtp in the world, a new freedom. In many ways 
thij voyage was a philosophic preparation for the 
operiences he was now to undergo. 

landing in New York on a rainy Sunday, the 
f'^lecnih of August, and still clinging to the idea of 
wing America from the emigrant's point of view. 
^ ifeat the night in a lodging house by the docks, 
^here he got not a minute's sleep; then all tlie next 
^yiit was pattering about in the rain on errands. 
rad was so wet tliat when he finally went for his 
tflin in the evening he had to leave some of his 
'^'othcs beliind at the lodging house. Cabs and up- 
'^n hotels arc not in vogue for emigrants, and the 
i-'t inconsistcnc)' of his absurd conduct, as far as 
'^an sec, was to cat a large meal on Sunday night, 
"ilh French coffee at the end. at a good restaurant 
;t this he partly justifies by saying. "I never ei>- 
■red into the feeling of Jack on land so completely 
■ when I tasted that coffee." 
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II 

With the six big volumes of Bancroft's History 
of the United States in his traveling nig. he began 
his journey westward. Across the Plains is not a 
description of our country. It is a record of endur- 
ance and kindness, and an indirect description of the 
author in what was one of the most trj'ing hard- 
ships of his life. The reason why it is so interesting 
is because of the common situations it describes. 
We have all stood in a jam at the ferr>' — and this 
scene with which the book opens is one of the most 
masterly things in all Stevenson's works; wc have 
all suffered from the excessive heat and dust of 
travel ; we have gone hours, and seemingly days, 
without a meal, owing to a wreck or a flood some- 
where ahead on the line; we have been snubbed and 
roused to indignation by the conductor, or even per- 
haps by the newsboy; we have had our "words" at 
the desks of hotels; we have frothed over insults 
and unkindness; we have also had our amusements 
by the way, little pleasures over new names — and 
Stevenson, ever alive to the sound of things, was 
entranced with Susquehanna, Belle fontatne, and 
Sandusky, for America has surely outdone the 
world in this matter; we have wondered whether 
the Middle West were monotonous or beautiful, or, 
possibly, both — "a sort of flat paradise, not unfre- 
quented by the devil," Stevenson decided; we have 
amused ourselves by dechning to give our family 
history to the man sitting next to us ; and we have 
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observed the marvelously patronizing, yet thor- 
oughly agreeable, familiarity of the negro waiter 
*t a railway restaurant. But, initiated by these 
vivid conomonpiaces into the atmosphere of a rail- 
^^'^y journey, the reader comes on much that is not 
*o fatnihar: the herded life of the emigrants, the 
^'^clls and foulness of the cars thirty years ago, the 
"leanness or irresponsible loutishness of roughs, the 
sleeping boards and blankets, the orgy of the morn- 
"^g toilet under vile conditions, sickness, misery, 
"^baldrj- and laughter, endlessly intermingled in a 
tew hundred cubic feet of fetid air, hour after hour. 
'•lile after mile. 

Attached to the train of emigrants at Ogden was a 

^=*rioad of Chinese, by far the best behaved and 

cleanly of them all. But the Americans did not think 

**3;thcyhad for them only maledictions; they seemed 

*^o hale tliem a priori, and never seemed to have really 

"^»fced at Ihem or thought about them. "They de- 

*^Un:d them hideous vermin, and affected a kind of 

^i»king in the throat when they beheld them. Now, 

*ai matter of fact, the young Chinese man is so 

•iltt a large class of European women, that on rais- 

**E my head and suddenly catching sight of one 

*l a considerable distance, I have for an instant 

**tni deceived by the resemblance. I do not say it 

*sthe most attractive class of our women, but for 

*fl that many a man's wife is less pleasantly fa- 

^rtd. Again, my emigrants declared that the 

Chinese were dirty. I cannot say they were clean, 

*f>r that was impossible upon the journey; but in 
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their efforts after cleanliness they put the rest o^B 
us to shame. We all pi^ed and stewed in on^S 
infamy, wet our hands and faces for half a minutes 
daily on the platform, and were unashamed. But^::; 
the Chinese never lost an opportunity, and you could^ 
see them washing their feet — an act not dreamed o( 
among ourselves — and going as far as decency per — " 
mitted to wash their whole bodies. I may remaric 
by the way that the dirtier people are in their per- 
sons the more delicate is their sense of modesty. 
A clean man strips in a crowded boathouse ; but he 
who is unwashed slinks in and out of bed without 
uncovering an inch of skin. Lastly, these very foul 
and malodorous Caucasians entertained the sur- 
prising illusion that It was the Chinese wagon uid 
that alone which stank. I have said already that il 
was the exception and notably the fresliest of the 
three, 

"These judgments are typical of the feeling in al! 
Western America. The Chinese are considered stu- 
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: we here! and what must be the virtues, the 
industry, the education, and the intelHgence of their 
superiors at home ! 

"A while ago it was the Irish, now it is the Chi- 
nese that must go. Such is the cry. It seems, after 
dL that no country is bound to submit to immigra- 
1 any more than to invasion ; each is war to the 
pife, and resistance to either but legitimate defense. 
■Ct we may regret the free tradition of the republic, 
nfcich loved to depict herself with open arms, wel- 
"ming all unfortunates. And certainly, as a man 
believed that he loves freedom, I may be ex- 
d some bitterness when I find her sacred name 
I in the contention. It was but the other 
liy that I heard a vulgar fellow in the Sand-lot. the 
H>alar tribune of San Francisco, roaring for arms 
i butchery. 'At the call of Abraham Lincoln," 
pid the orator, 'ye rose in the name of freedom to 
I free the negroes; can ye not rise and liberate 
Ivts from a few dirty Mongolians?' It ex- 
s the license of an Irishman to rebaptize our 
i interests by tlie name of virtue. . . . 
"For my own part. I could not louk but with won- 
iJo" and respect on the Chinese. Their forefathers 
^Itttcbcd llie stars before mine had begun to keep 
^^KL Gunpowder and printing, which the other day 
^^B imitated, and a school of manners which we 
^^fcwr had the delicacy so much as to desire to imi- 
laie. were theirs in a long-past antiquity. They 
walk the earth with us, but it seems they must be 
I different clay. They hear the clock strike the 
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same hour, yet surely of a different epoch. They 
travel by steam conveyance, yet with such a bag- 
gage of old Asiatic thoughts and superstitions as 
might check the locomotive in its course. Whatever 
is thought within the circuit of the Great Wall; 
what the wry-eyed, spectacled schoolmaster teaches 
in the hamlets round Pekin; religions so old that 
our language looks a hal fling boy alongside ; philoso- 
phy so wise that our Ijcst philosophers find things 
therein to wonder at; all this traveled alongside of 
me for thousands of miles over plain and mountain. 
Heaven knows if we had one common thought or 
fancy all that way, or whether our eyes, which yet 
were formed upon the same design, beheld the same 
world out of the railway windows. And when 
either of us turned his thoughts to home and child- 
hood, what a strange dissimilarity must there not 
have been in these pictures of the raind — when I 
beheld that old, gray, castled city, high-throned 
above the firth, with the flag of Britain flying and 
the redcoat sentry pacing over all; and the man in 
the next car to me would conjure up some junks 
and a pagoda and a fort of porcelain, and call it, 
with the same affection, home." — Across the Plains. 

This car of Chinese gave Stevenson the text for 
a sermon that is really the moral of his whole jour- 
ney. And in the spirit here expressed, including 
both love and knowledge of humanity, is the key 
to much in Stevenson's own character and in his 
experience later on. The red-hot socialist of Edin- 
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fi University, the defender of despised races, the 
d-broiher and counselor of Island Kings, is noth- 

t frequently aiid genuinely than tlie Scotch 

W who keeps a cheerful face in spite of sickness 
ud continues a dozen little services among his 
neijjbors everywhere on life's road. Of him you 
fcay read between the lines in all his books. 

' III 

Looking, as he was told, like a man at death's 
w, owing to a serious illness during the last few 

lys of the journey, he arrived in San Francisco on 
ust thirtieth. He found that Mrs. Osboume was 

ping well ; and then to save himself from a com- 
tc breakdown he went at once to camp out in the 
ft soft air of the mountains above Monterey. To 

kiKork of making his own camp he was quite un- 
But two old frontiersmen on a goat ranch 
Icliiin in and nursed him back to a semblance of 



1 Stevenson had now a keen sense of how 
ally was with him, he again continued his lit- 
t work when he should have devoted himself 
I the serious business of resting. Speaking of 
^tst days in a letter to Edmund Gosse, he says "it 
'■'asm odd, miserable piece of my life; and accord- 
a all rule, it should have been my death ; but 
I while my spirit got up again in a divine 
lyand has since kicked and spurred my vile body 
[ with great emphasis and success." This 
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whole American journey is a tale of conduct at once 
heroic and bhndly foolish. On the Dczionia, suffer- 
ing from bad food and bad air and the general dis- 
comfort of the quarters he had chosen, he had writ- 
ten, in his "slantindicular cabin," "The Story of a 
Lie," which he sent to the Ne^v Qtiarterly, soon after 
his arrival in CaHfomia. Besides this, he arranged 
his notes for The Amateur Emigrant, which he had 
half drafted by October, when he moved down from 
the ranch to Monterey. On the emigrant train he 
had of course eaten irregularly, slept on a board 
laid across the seats, breathed constantly the gases 
and bad air of the car, or, while they crawled over 
the prairies, he had perched on top of the cars — a 
position he found rather bad for writing;'and not 
free from dirt. The heat was most of the time 
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Monterey in the house of a French doctor, and seems 
lo have had one square meal a day at Jules Simon- 
eau's restaurant, which he later came to regard, in 
his cheerful and romantic fashion, as the eating- 
pUce par excellence of the world. He worked 
steadily. In a letter to Colvin from San Francisco, 
Janaary 10. 1880, he reports that he managed to 
write 3 good deal down at Monterey "when I was 
^ sickly most of the time." 
you realize what the problematic nature of 
'enson's existence was in those months, and then 
toWs poetical description of Monterey in "The 
Pacific Capital." and see what he wishes to re- 
ot that existence you will gain considerable 
'Sht into the cheerfulness of his character. The 
paragraph, a description of the bay of Monte- 
is quoted in all books of rhetoric for the en- 
'enment of college freshmen as a model of 
'liiKss. But what follows is a poem, a lyrical 
' the sea beaches and the forest ; and remem- 
Slevenson at Monterey you will feel both 
:ensely fond of life he was. and how superior 
conditions of life, 

Ics the work already mentioned, he sent in 

T to Henley, for Stephen to print, "The Pa- 

on the Links." a "grand carpentry story in 

chapters." He had also written in October 

■three pages of a story called "A Vendetta in 

West," which, with a number of others planned 

tliis time, never matured. He was desperately 

about the financial aspect of his ventures 
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and fills his letters to Colvin with calctdations. 
January, 1880, he was working up his essays on 
Thoreau and Yoshida-Torajiro, and remaking an 
old play, Semirarais, into a novel, "The Forest 
State," ultimately to become Prince Otto. 

All this time the possibility of death ran in his 
thoughts. In February it is probable that he wrote 
the "Requiem," destined to be the best known of 
his poems. To a letter to Colvin he appended a 
"Sketch of My Tomb," which contains two lines 
from the poem and the words, tiitor aquis. 

In March he was overcome with grief at the death 
of his landlord's little four-year-old child, whom he 
had helped tend during several nights. And soon he 
was himself almost at death's door, finally worn out 
with the intense strain of his complex situation. "I 
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litalth. She had obtained her divorce, and though 
it was her wish to put off the marriage for a 
considerable time, the necessity of caring for Ste- 
venson prevailed upon her. On May 19, 1880, 
tfie ceremony look place in the house of some 
friends in San Francisco. Stevenson never saw 
tis wife's first husband, who shortly remarried, and 
who is supposed, after leaving his second wife, to 
hsvtgone to South Africa. Stevenson's union with 
Fanny Van de Grift was, as he said, a marriage 
w titrtmis. But it proved his salvation in more 
"■^ys than one. It was the immediate means of 
"uniting him to his family. For his wife soon 
*on ihe hearts of his father and mother, and in 
^ eight remaining years of Thomas Stevenson's 
'i'eshe was his great comfort. Thomas Stevenson 
™d. some time before tlie marriage, seen his niis- 

le in regard to his son's behavior and had cabled 
to count on an allowance of two hundred and 
fifty pounds. Later he made his daughter-in-law 
promise to apply for further funds whenever she 
"Wught they were needed, any protests of her hus- 
t«ad to the contrary notwithstanding. 

Finny Van de Grift was without question the wife 
for Stevenson. Of an equally vigorous and roraan- 
"c nature, she was not given to fretting over the 
«dc of conventional comfort in the changeful life 
^embarked on. She led a positive and enthusi- 
Mic existence beside him. She was his best en- 
*ttir»ger and his frankest critic; and if, like his 
Other counselors, she was unable to give him a 
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strong sense of intellectual purpose and sequence 
during these crucial years, she never allowed the 
responsibilities of marriage to cramp his free and 
fluent moments. She saw clearly that he could nol 
manage successfully work demanding great powers 
of endurance, and also that steady, patient work 
was apt neither to bring him inspiration nor to rep- 
resent the quahty in his temperament which coimted 
most. Her continual response to the sporadic begin- 
ning of things that were never completed matched 
his own hopefulness, and did much to bring forth 
the ultimately successful experiment. Never doesshe 
appear to have damped his ardor for these ever-re- 
curring fresh starts ; and yet she possessed much of 
that critical sense of which Stevenson had so little — 
the instinct or energy which knows infallibly a great 
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^ that rare kind of woman who is always friendly 
ind always independent. 

Immediately after the marriage, Stevenson, his 
*ife, and his fourteen-year-old stepson, Lloyd Os- 
ime, went up into the mountains above Calistoga, 
fifty miles north of San Francisco. The Sil- 
vtndo Sqttoiters is the story of this honeymoon. 
Ii icIU how they found a deserted mining camp on 
a ridge of St, Helena Mountain, how they cleaned 
ll» refuse out of one of the cabins and, after a 
fashion, made themselves at home there, 

Stevenson seems to have been constitutionally tm- 

*f>Ie to choose comfortable conditions for himself. 

rhroug^ life he more or less camped and roughed 

" And a remarkable and typical thing about him 

" Ihat he always remained utterly unable to cope 

*iUi the praaical difficulties of the kind of life he 

He was what his wife calls "a handless 

He was hardly to be trusted with an ax, 

he ne^'cr learned to tie a knot that would hold. 

his lung experience ashore and afloat, in the 

of just such conditions as would seem inevi- 

ly to develop some ingenuity and handiness, he 

Consistently a lubber. Evidences of this abound 

Own narratives of travel, a classic instance be- 

'"gthc affair with Modcste's pack at the very start 

*''!ii3 journey with her. 



On this aspect of his character the most interest- 
oomment is the essay on Thoreau, which he had 
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just written in San Francisco before his man 
Stevenson recognized in Thoreau a man in many 
ways his exact opposite. In all the little feats of skill 
in daily life Thoreau was letter-perfect. He lived 
by plan. He safeguarded himself by a series of 
negative precautions — "negative superiorities." Ste- 
venson calls them. His pride was in perfecting small 
arrangements and in never disturbing them for 
greater opportunities. "He had no waste lands. 
nor kitchen-midden in his nature, but was all im- 
proved and sharpened to a point." "He was almost 
shockingly devoid of weaknesses ; he had not enough 
of them to be truly polar with humanity," For Ste- 
venson, meagemess and abstinence were not human 
virtues. Thoreau, living in his cabin by Walden 
Pond, despising comfort, defiant of custom, caring 
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down 10 scxriety, the romanticist's challenge of the 
doarine of Success. What Stevenson expresses by 
hi! whole warm, varied life and labor. Thoreau puts 
imo a specially maintained attitude, and into the 
aphorisms of his marvelously incisive intellect. "The 
«s( of a thing is the amount of zvhat 1 will call 
''ff which is required to be exchanged for it, imme- 
diately or in the long run.'' Stevenson says that he 
has been accustomed to put this to himself a little 
iwre dearly, "that the price we have to pay for 
money is paid in liberty." And he adds that whether 
*e can afford a thousand a year, a two thousand, 
^^ a ten thousand a year livelihood, is entirely a 
"Utter of taste; "it is not in the least degree a 
quesiion of duty, though commonly supposed so." 
The two men are together here, and when Thoreau 
**ys. "I am convinced that to maintain oneself on 
'*" tarth is not a hardship, but a pastime, if we 
'**ill live simply and wisely; as the pursuits of sim- 
f'"" nations are stiil the sports of the more artifi- 
"■f"— does not this exactly express what Steven- 
*«> was learning at Silverado and what he was to 
''sni more thoroughly as a pioneer in the South 

Stl5? 

Much of the diarm of all the essays in Familiar 
Studies of Men and Books, many of which he had 
*iitten by this time, lies in their representation of 
■"ii own personality. He is never dully objective. 
•hrDugh his warm sympathies or his sincere antago- 
oims the characters he treats of are revealed just 
D are revealed to us in real life. He seems al- 
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ways to belong to the company of men about whom 
he writes. You can easily imagine him visiting 
Thoreau by Walden Pond. They would have un- 
derstood each other perfectly — and disagreed. He 
was enough of a tramp to know Villon's sou!, its 
gleeful unrespectability and its impudent satisfac- 
tions, and enough of an aristocrat to understand its 
saving grace of scorn. You will perhaps learn more 
of Bums in his essay on the famous love affairs 
than anywhere else. It is at the beginning of the 
essay on Bums that he states his theory of human 
understanding. "To write with authority about 
another man we must have fellow-feeling and some 
common ground of experience with our subject. 
We may praise or blame according as we find him 
related to us by tlie best or worst in ourselves ; but 
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are open books to htm. He knew their characters 
'i rough his own, as it is given few critics of the 
^tellect to know; and this gift of sympathy would 
aave made him one of the great biographers had he 
*> chosen and persisted. For my own part I regret 
ll»at he did not so choose. I would gladly forego a 
fe-i*i of his Wreckers and Prince Ottos for that pro- 
jected life of Hazlitt (it was even contracted for^) 
which he never wrote. For he understood the art of 
iritiing greatness, personally and intimately, not 
any literary dexterity, but by letting it enter into 
tissue of his own character. He understood how 
ihe acts of greatness, the world over, are interre- 
'ited, though seas appear to flow between them. 
For like all men of wide sympathy, he lived in the 
"lidit of their influence and focused some part of it 
™ his own valiant mind. Speaking of Yoshida- 
^ORjiro and other Japanese reformers, he says: 
"'l is exhilarating to have lived in the same days 
"■ith these great-hearted gentlemen. Only a few 
""lo from us, to speak by the proportion of the 
"Oivttse, while I was droning over my lessons, Yo- 
™"la was goading himself to be wakeful with the 
''inp of the mosquito ; and while you were gnidg- 
■"1 a penny income tax, Kusakabe was stepping to 
*'Qthwith a noble sentence on his lips." There is no 
"Wre genuine fiber in Stevenson than this sense of 
■J* romance which the great deeds of others give to 
"" smaller lives. 
Do you wonder that Fanny Van de Grift wished 
^Uittrt. II. p. 76. 
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to cast her lot with his and to rescue him from 
death's door? Sick as he was, his high spirit, which 
you may see in this essay on Yoshida-Torajiro, 
written in the midst of his illness, belied the sorry 
facts and refused to let them dominate. 

VI 

From May until the end of July, 1880, except for 
a few weeks when the party were forced to return 
to Calistoga, owing to a light attack of diphtheria 
with which Mrs. Stevenson and Lloyd came down, 
they occupied the Silverado mine. Stevenson's in- 
terests while there were very quiet. He was much 
too ill to take an active part in life, but his impres- 
sions served amply for a pleasant book. The owner 
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The first of August saw the party on their way to 
New York. When they arrived in Glasgow, August 
seventeenth, Stevenson's parents and Sidney Colvin 
were on the dock to meet them. 

The first part of the Great Adventure was over. 

It had meant for Stevenson many vital experiences 

and the development of a wisdom that sets the tone 

of his most serious later work. It had marked the 

culmination of his long misunderstanding with his 

father. It had settled him in his craft of literature. 

It had led him to look at the world from an unusiul 

and tn%*aluahle point of view. It had given him his 

life's chief happiness. And in all this there had 

been for him both a victory and a defeat. For he 

csoM not have put the thing through single-handed. 

Without the care of the wife he set out to win, and 

without ilie final generosity of his father the adven- 

tofe might well have been all misadventure. But if 

it involved the serious damaging of Stevenson's 

tiealth, it had also brought him a means for safe- 

panling the slim remainder; and Stevenson, keep- 

"Dghis mind not on the defeat, but on what was left 

to him, turned that little year by year into victory. 
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CHAPTER VIII 



ILL HEALTH AND AMBITION 



THE reunion with his family was a deep satis- 
faction, the more so since it was directly a 
part of the blessing of his marriage. It strengtfl- 
ened his nerves for the definite stnig^e with sick- 
ness which now lasted almost without intetmission 
until he returned to America in 1888. In Edin- 
burgh he was told by Doctor Balfour that the 
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relation of each gradual phase to a well-under- 
end. All his productions had been short and, 
,K(o speak, casual. His unity of purpose was, like 
> poet's, the expression of his own temperament 
apfcpos of a great variety of interests. He had 
undtrtaken no work longer than An Inland Voyage, 
a book of some two hundred pages. Now, for the 
otxi eight years, he was enforced, so far as he 
TOuld be, to settle down at various health resorts. 
wvos, Hyercs, Bournemouth, Saranac. to an out- 
**riily regular life, and though he was inwardly 
*»w the same R. L. S. of roving disposition, a 
Mtural change occurred in his temperament as a 
"Titer, He became less interested in recording his 
''WD immediate pursuits, and, after a few papers 
<* life at Davos, he was apt to seek tasks requiring 
"igtr attention and more objective enthusiasms. 

And herein lies what seems to me the tragedy of 
Stevenson's literary career — for even the most suc- 
Wwful author may have his tragedy. It is a matter 
lo he taken up in more detail later ; but it may now 
^ briefly pointed out that at just the time when 
.Stevenson's maturing purposes naturally tempted 
|«m on to try his hand at long books, he began to 
W( essentia! qualities for their construction— cn- 
drnincc and evenness of mood. By a struggle he 
*gain and again reached the end of a three or four 
'•Bodred page story; but the struggle shows; and 
^end is often not the end. but only an end. This 
Uke to be obvious on a second reading of Prince 
Cairiona, The Master, The Wrecker, and 
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St. Ives. It may be said with a fair approach to t 
truth that the best of Stevenson is always short, 
and the weakest long ; and it makes a most convinc- 
ing evidence, in the conflict between his heailh and 
his genius, of the handicap under which he worked. 
He wished to be a writer of romances; and it is to 
be laid very largely to his health that his genius, 
as that is now seen, was in the essays, the tales, and 
moral fables, and not in the romances. A tale like 
The Merry Men or certain pages of Kidnapped, or 
the start of Treasure Island, makes one feel that 
he was equal to anything. One is astounded thj^ 
after certain chapters or passages, he could not put 
it through, that invention should flag, sequence fail, 
and the whole thing shortly lack the sweep, the 
strong hand of a master. Comparing him to Scott 
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' serve what energy he had. In this respect his friend, 
John Adtlington Symonds, makes a most interesting 
comrasiiohim. A much sicker man than Stevenson 
although normally possessed of a httle more bodily 
^gor, S)'monds brought to bear on one of the very 
gfOlest of literary tasks a regulated persistence as 
*<ilashis supreme literary sl<ill. But in his own case 
Stevenson could not reconcile the two qualities. He 

I Rtnadied of Symonds, whom he met on arriving at 
«Tos in November, that he was "much of an inva- 
d in mind and character." Symonds, who died in 
KJtar before Stevenson, had planned and was sec- 
ig through to completion the seven volumes of the 
^'w.issattce in Italy, a monumental work that shows 
wort of a kind beyond Stevenson's capability. 
Il is doubtful if Stevenson really appreciated the 

ttthe of the qualities he lacked. Eight years 
'*tO'. when he began to revive at Saranac after a 
•wig series of complete prostrations, his physician, 
IJoflor Tnideau, took him into his laboratory to 
sIjow him some of the experiments that he had been 
•"iltiiig year by year in his lifelong study of tuber- 
^osis. Doctor Trudeau, himself a victim of the 
iitase, who had for years hved at Saranac and with 
^ utmost patience, in the face of almost over- 
'^helming difficulty, was then beginning to make 
"lose practical discoveries which have placed him 
inicmg the great benefactors of mankind,' could yet 

' Dr. Edwird \^ Trudeau went to 
■w year in whidi Stevenson had liei 

nttH b« founded at Saranac Lake - 

SiaiUrhitii, the Artt American institution attempting dittuut 
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gain little sympathetic interest from Steven: 
The romance of such labor in science was beyond 
the comprehension of the writer of tales. Incor- 
rigible as ever, Stevenson consented to make but a 
humorous comment: "Well, Trudeau, your lamp 
may be very brilliant, but it smells to me too much 
of oil." 

Now to write long romances without oil has 
never been done. Stevenson, trying it, failed most 
of the time. For it was the irony of his tempera- 
ment that just the steady fiame, seemingly so in- 
compatible with his brilliance at its best, was the 
one requisite to carry out the sort of work he was 
henceforth always embarking on. 

But given his temperament, and we must remem- 
ber that it is for this we read Stevenson and this 
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it tried religiously now and again to start on the 
road loward becoming a cure, he was almost cer- 
tain to upset all he had gained by an unwise, though 
alwa)-s generous-minded, bit of conduct. What had 
apprarcd to his physicians as by no means a dan- 
pnjus condition became shortly a most dangerous 
tm; and until Stevenson discovered in 188S. in the 
Sooth Pacific, a climate where his random ways of 
life and tack of foresight were not ruinous, he was 
WTCf in as good condition as, with steady regular 
*»rt. he might well have been. The story of these 
JMrs, as told in his letters and in Balfour's Life, 
"ill appear to even the casual oliserver a series of 
"listakcs. That Stevenson turned out an immense 
*wtint of literar)- work meanwhile does not blind 
<w (o this fact. Precautions which even a com- 
paratively robust case should have taken scru- 
f^owly, Stevenson, weighing httle more than one 
™idred pounds, nervous and sensitive to every 
"wd that blew, continually neglected, or found him- 
*U forced by circimistances to negleet. 



II 



Thus, after the first winter in Davos, where he 
"id been steadily improving, he returned in .\pril 
lo France and Scotland against his physician's 
'orders. Mrs. Stevenson had found the elevation 
"f Davos very uncongenial. After the second winter, 
'luring which she was ill, he therefore returned to 
^land again. All the good of two seasons was 
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undone. Stevenson spent the summer in miserable 
health, and the story of the following winter on the 
Riviera illustrates at once the folly and the bravery 
of his behavior. His cousin Bob took him to Mar- 
seilles in September, 1882. At the time, he was 
fully resolved to exert every effort toward recovery 
and had made up his mind to keep out of England 
for at least three years. But everything went MTong. 
He chose a bad locality near Marseilles, began to 
have hemorrhages, and fled to Nice. For a week. 
his wife, who had lacked ready money to close the 
villa and follow him. received no word of his ar- 
rival and was completely at sea as to his where- 
abouts. She has told the tale in a remarkable letter 
to John Addington Symonds included in Sir Sidney 
Colvin's collection. Like Shelley, Stevenson had the 
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- ^evenson spent at Royat. The scenery is among the 
most varied and beautiful in Europe. Stevenson's 
P'Tasc, "a garden like a fairy story and a view like 
a classical landscape," seems to sum it up. 

T~liis interim of good health lasted until January. 

I8S4, when he had the most serious illness of his 

life', and from the effects of which he can hardly 

l« said to have ever recovered. At all events, it 

.n a series of attacks which lasted steadily till 

Lfc*»r- years later at Saranac. Charles Baxter and 

JL. Henley had come for a visit, and because La 

Solixndc was too small for comfort, the Stevensons 

went with them to Nice. There Louis came down 

witVi acute congestion of the lungs and kidneys. His 

lite was despaired of. But Bob Stevenson arrived 

fr*;»m Paris and did wonders in keeping up the sick 

■"^^a's spirits as well as those of his wife. After 

"ty returned to La Solitude in February, Stevenson 

"*1 only a few weeks' respite before he was again 

W death's door. The immediate occasion of this 

ittack seems to have been a bonfire celebration in 

tus garden over tlie indictment for libel of a certain 

London editor. VVitli their devoted French senrant, 

Valentine Roch, the Stevensons danced about the 

^ in the cold night air. The next day Louis was 

ill with sciatica followed by a violent hemorrhage. 

At just this time an epidemic of Eg>-ptian ophthalmia 

bfoke out in the locality. He contracted it, and now 

tiy in a darkened room, with a bandage over his 

Cjvs, sciatica racking his limbs, and his right arm 

bound to his side as a precaution against another 
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hemorrhage. His frame of mind under these con- 
ditions his wife has recorded in the preface of The 
Dynamiter. Thoroughly discouraged by finding that 
she could not read to him in the darkened room, she 
remarked ironically that she supposed he would 
regard even this as for the best. Stevenson replied 
that it was just what he was about to say. But 
genius and Providence turn everything to account. 
Mrs. Stevenson amused her husband by telling him 
stories. The Dynamiter, their joint work, had its 
origin in this sick-room. 

After this illness, the Riviera became so danger* 
ous from an epidemic of cholera that the Steven- 
sons, abandoning their good resolution to live in a 
climate advantageous to Louis's disease, started by 
slow stages for England, and took up quarters at 
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' aloud, in fact, except for a few hours of an evening, 
he was still able to continue his literary work, as he 
had done at Davos and Hyeres. So positive an 
energy is the will to write. 

But this state of affairs could not have continued 
much longer, and after his father's death in May, 
1887, it was decided to see what certain American 
resorts would do for him. With his mother and 
\'a]entine Roch, the party reached New York in 
September. As before, he had felt benefit from 
the voj'age. But while his wife hastened to Saranac 
to engage a house, he became ill at Newport where 
he had gone to visit the Fairchilds. From the 
first of October until April of the following year 
he was at Saranac in the care of Doctor Trudeau, 
It is an interesting fact that Doctor Trudeau found 
in Stevenson no signs of actual tuberculosis." His 
disease of the lungs and throat had probably been 
of the fibroid type and was continued, not by the 
inroads of the tubercular bacillus, but by erosion of 
old scars and congestions from other causes. As 
all readers of Mr. Balfour's Life know, Stevenson 
did not die of consumption, but of a suffusion of 
blood in his brain. It may be said with all likeli- 
hood of truth that a few years of continuous careful 
regimen at Davos, or on the Riveria, or at Saranac, 
would long before have so improved his condition 
that the terrible experiences of the years from 1880 
to 1888 could have been avoided. To their weaken- 






AccordiiiK to Doctor Tnideau's personal statement to dia 
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ing effect and perhaps to inheritance, his death sin 
years later seems to have been due. 

The winter at Saranac was the beginning of this 
new, though short, lease of hfe; and when he left' 
there in April it was with sufficient energy to under- 
take the journey to California and to embark on' 
the South Sea cruise. 

These are the main facts of Stevenson's long ill- 
ness. I have detailed them thus at length, for they 
are the background of his life and of his Wori£^ 
They are in the texture of his philosophy. 

It was during this period that he wrote most oP 
the books by which he is now known; and I shall 
give a list of them here to accompany the facts of 
his illness, for the two together constitute the mir- 
acle of his career. At Davos and in Scotland, Novcol- 
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Pflain" and "The Character of Dogs." On January 

rfcst, 18S4, he boasted of a total of four hundred and 

'-*ret3'-five pounds, no shillings, sixpence for the 

past, twelve months. At Bournemouth, July, 1S84, 

f'^ September, 1887, he had written More New 

Arcxinan Nights, "Markheim," "Ollala," Strange 

Ca*-«- of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, Kidnapped. Me- 

""«*- of FUeming Jenkin, and many essays, among 

ll"**"*! "Pastoral" and "The Manse," included in 

Mc~»9tOTies and Portraits which he saw through the 

pt^s after reaching America. Prince Otto, A 

Cif*J-ti's Garden of Verses, and the volume called 

Tfc^ Merry Men and Other Tales were also pub- 

IflH^d during this period. At Saranac, October. 

\8S^, to April, 1888, he was writing monthly ar- 

6d«3 for Scribne/s Magazine and starting The 

M'^ter of Ballantrae, which ran in Scribner's Maga- 

a»* from November, 1888. to October, 1889.* He 

"■Tote these things, as he has said, in bed and out 

ot it. in hemorrhages, in sickness, when torn by 

wughing and when his head swam for weakness. 

Had be not, for so long, "won his wager and re- 

covcrtd his giove ?" 

Ill 

There are, however, so many different views of 
lit relation of genius and its ambitions to ill health 
tlat it may be well to make certain further quali5- 

. 'For • nnrly complete li;i of Strvcnson'i writings, k« 
Wfour"* Uft, VoL n. Appendix F. See also the very inter- 
"■i"! ud complete Btbliographv of the works of Robert 
Uit StevEHSon. ty Col. W. F. Fridcaiuc. C S. L 
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cations for Stevenson's case. It h said, for example^ 
that a disease of the lungs is not always a depressing 
disease, and that in fact it is sometimes stimulating. 
This is true ; but that it added stimulation to Steven- j 
son's nonnai genius is unlikely. And there are. m 
this connection, several fallacies, medical and senti- 
mental, which it is well to avoid. 

First, Stevenson docs not belong in any possiUe 
list of those men whose originality appears to have^ 
some source in their physical and mental defectSt 
whose creative power seems to result from a cer- 
tain degenerate sensitiveness. For while it is true 
that many artists have suffered, like millions of 
people not artists, from some undermining disease 
or habit, very few have found out their artistic capan 
bilities through the action of ill health, or in th^ 
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Secondly, it is sometimes pointed out that it is 
iwt invariably harder or more heroic for the un- 
Imtlhj- man to do literary work than for the 
beallhy. since the limitations imposed by invalidism, 
if it is not some form of nervous exhaustion, often 
f«rve but to increase a man's devotion to the one 
Bitenst remaining to him. Now it is true that art 
ii mistress, that a man does not so naturally incline 
to pxt up writing as he might a business or a pro- 
'ssion for ill health ; and in this sense ill health may 
have occasionally benefited the world by increasing 
''"leisure of an author who previously was full of 
"tfier duties. But it could hardly help the quality 
<^f his work. It could hardly increase the number 
of those authors whom Carlyle wished to pay for 
*lat they had not written. And to this case Steven- 
'OT is no exception. He wrote too much. Like 
f'^fy earnest modem author he wrote for money. 
Wo one who loves and knows him would dream of 
"oising him. on the ground of his invalidism, by 
sying that at all events he did his best. The words 
*Mid be curiously ironical. His best is of the very 
"Wst and brooks no such condescension ; but he 
•"te a great deal in those hours of suffering that 
^M not be his best, and he persisted doggedly in 
["itting it forth along with the other and sometimes 
"i believing it worthy. So easily is the will to write 
^ into temptation. In brief, it is probable that 
his hcahh so limited other activities that he devoted 
■*ft of his energy to writing than was good for his 
^ in his paradoxical case — and the case of the 
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invalid is, as we have remarked, often a paradoi 
the energy which was necessary to produce his art 
at all somewhat weakened its quality. If he often 
worked with great skill in the face of weariness and 
sickness he was probably supported not so much 
by moral fortitude as by that peculiar nervous ardor 
which literary labor develops; and thus he was led 
into the temptation to write under circumstances 
when the vision of his purpose grew vague, grew 
to be a sort of whimsical license to ramble liither 
and thither, instead of a definite and inspiring guide- 
Thirdly, we must not imagine Stevenson to be 
one of those natures whom disease hardens, who 
go with gritted teeth to their tasks. For the won- 
derful thing about his character was his ability to 
escape the cankerous effects of sickness and to retain 
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diffused, his character. It is in this respect that he 
ll different from most men, Trouble for most men 
I thoroughly troublesome, and little else. It does 
not transmute itself into anything positive, any- 
thing, at least, which does not savor of martyrdom 
and self-sacrifice or of self-satisfactions of a nega- 
live order. Stevenson is always high on the positive 
sid^ of life. His sharpest satire has tlie rare quahty 
of being always constructive; and so fearful was 
of destroying any of tlie positive illusions of 
h that he withheld from publication that essay, 
ned only the other day, on "The Choice of a 
»fession" — an essay which any one, hoping to 
anjihing positive in art in this commercialized 
. would do well to read forthwith. 
*^inally then, in view of the facts and opinions 
: eiled, it would appear to make little difference 
whether one believes with such a critic as Mr. Frank 
Swinnenon that Stevenson's "peculiar nervous 
^ ^Uiance" is partly due to his delicate health, as it 
Hfl'^lcobtedly was, or whether one prefers to say that 
^V^Um is so positive an energy that it can always 
™*>sform a certain amount of sickness and irrita- 
''*'*> into fuel for its purposes. Neither statement 
P*atly affects the central fact, the extraordinary 
■■'ll to write whicli Stevenson at all times displayed. 
^**r docs it affect the unforgettable lesson of this 
"■•WjIc matter, the close relationship in Stevenson 
of character and genius as expressed by this will to 
«me. It is sheer sophistry to argue on the one 
iMod that cutirage is shown only by the author who 



^ 



154 



STEVENSON 



labors in the face of sharp physical pain, or on thftj 
other that genius requires no support from courage. 
Let us repeat that Stevenson's genius and his coui^ 
age were, like the moral doctrine tliat he derived 
from them, continually combined in positive action. 
His courage lay not in outfacing obstacles, but in 
being cheerful under ordinary circumstances. In 
the face of obstacles most of us can assume some 
sort of grin and play-act a noble part for the mo- 
ment Doubtless, kind friends, who for the rctt 
of tlie time are bored to death with glumness, will 
tell us that in such moments our real character comes 
out. If this were true, we had better seek trouble 
daily. But Stevenson preaches a saner doctrine — 
the cultivation of a positive, not a latent courage, & 
courage which is effective in the face of three meals; 
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and so it seems to us in reading the books he then 
wrote. How great was this achievement, and how 
noUe the energy that accomplished it is a thought 
not to be discounted in any impersonal estimate, 
like that which follows, of his books as woiks of art. 



CHAPTER IX 



THE SPIHIT OP BOMANCS 



ONE of the changes that comes over the diar- 
acter of Stevenson's work with his confine- 
ment by ill heahh is, as we have remarked, 3 
diminution of the autobiographic temper. Until 
1880 he had largely concerned himself with his per- 
sonal experiences and opinions. Until 1880 one 
might construct from his writings an account, al- 
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/oraiing literary ambitions independent of his own 
comings and goings which he could hardly regard 
during those eight years of illness from 1880 to 
1888 as matter to his hand. It did not mean that 
Stevtnson began to write about the external world 
of the novels of society. His realism is all of his 
own making. Like the romantic poet, he has a 
world about him that is his own, and fiction is his 
more diffuse mode of self-expression, or of self-en- 
tertainment, during his long period of bad weather. 



II 



A romance is primarily a flight of fancy. It is 
"• this sense a very personal matter and yet not 
always personally controllable. It is something like 
* dream. It takes on its local color, not from cor- 
^ponding accurately to any corner of the real 
*wld, but from being spun out of the authors pure 
""sginalion. The author of romances must be true 
pninarily to himself, to the inner actuality of his 
°imd. He must be ruled by the habits of his fancy 
^nd not too much by the facts of the outer world. 
'" telling a story he is as much like one trying to 
''tati a vision as he is like one telling what he has 
^**ti with his own eyes. Stevenson's romantic 
s'ories have this peculiar texture. They have the 
Wund of stories told out of a dream. There is a 
"iirvclous imrcality whidi is yet in no respect a 
'tUcness and which one accepts in place of reality 
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without looking back. Setting, action. 
motive, denouement, the whole fabricatio 
stories as The Merry Men, Dr. Jekyll, ' 
vilion on the Links," or even The Master 0_ 
trae, is a piece of transcendent make-believi 
in fact, very much like Stevenson hims 
child who had told wonder-tales all day loi 
had played endless games of "supposing" a 
the comers of his father's house, and who h; 
on playing all his life. 

In Stevenson's letters and in his essays on h.a own 
disposition as a writer of romances, he has pretty 
well explained himself. So, in his romances them- 
selves, we are prepared to see a man who has long 
been enlarging the place of his imagination and 
who now continues to do this in maturity, not as a 
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"at first hand" in the forest of Fontainebleau or 
a/ong the rocks at Anstruther was also intent on 
maJdng over the object that it might better accord 
witi his dreams; and it is entirely characteristic 
lha.», as he began to write romances, he should 
also proceed, in various essays and letters, to warn 
a^^inst the so-called realistic school as dangerous 
and baneful. "The danger is lest, in seeking to 
dr^w the nomiai. a man should draw the dull, and 
write the novel of society instead of the romance 
of roan." The essays called "Lantern Bearers." 
"A. Novel of Dumas's." "A Humble Remon- 
strance," "Penny Plain." "A Note on Realism." 
all but one written during these years at 
Da.vDs and Hyeres, where he was also writing 
his first long stories, are his emphatic insistence 
on the half-shut eye against "the dazzle and con- 
fusion of reality," as the artistic method par excel- 
^tnce, whether a man "reasons or creates." 

Truth exists within the mind. Realism, as a 

purpose in literature, only pretends that it exists 

uclusively without. Truth is what one aims at in 

^^H *^ an. Realism is only a technical fidelity to the 

^^H external world which leads a writer to seek therein 

^^f something other than the beautiful. Impersonality in 

■ a" is but half-truth. It is always possible that mere 

'naliof fact may be truth without charm. Charm 

^ beauty arc the positive, the personal virtues of 

anigtic insight; dulness and ugliness are the nega- 

^ and impersonal qualities of things themselves. 

ror X man of romantic imagination, life untinged 
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with beauty is not life-like. What we look far in 
a book, says Stevenson, is some projection of the 
author. Charm is a personal emanation — ^"the one 
excuse and breath of art." So in his narratives, 
as in other writings, it is always Stevenson's inten- 
tion to weave a spell of style and to capture the 
mind by fancy. This practise leads him to say 
emphatically that "true realism, always and everj-- 
where, is that of the poet's." 

If a romance is a flight of poetic fancy, it must 
lead to a place somewhat removed from the worid 
— and one is inclined to add that this is the ro- 
manticist's notion about any piece of reading worthy 
of the name. A book is a place by itself. It is not 
just a mirror of the world. It is like something in 
life, maybe; but it is not merely a part of life. It is 
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liance and a far suggestion to which reality has no 
parallet. 
Yet it is all so true. For this place is the creation 
a strong sense within us for what is fitting as dis- 
iguished from what merely is. On the earth are 
ij^ccs full of actual deeds and memories. But the 
<fceds might often as naturally have occurred else- 
where, and the memories usually haunt the place 
only by that sort of accident which makes up the 
realism of an arbitrary world. In the enchanted 
region of romance, the longing for fitness is always 
iJfing satisfied. There, as Stevenson has suggested, 
certain dank gardens cry aloud for murder, the 
dcr is properly committed ; and seacoasts set 
irt for shipwreck do not wait long for the event. 
trding to the bws of romance, which are the 
Bws of fitness and not of logic and morals, true 
re*Iily consists in having all these things fit to- 
EPher as they should, in bringing about "the mark- 
ijf incident" at just the proper time, and in making 
the circumstances of the tale answer one to 
ler like notes in music." Obviously the fas- 
ition of this country of romance is not in the 
tcrs and consciences and morals that arc de- 
thcre, but in the likely adventures of the 
rWe, and also especially in the fact that we are the 
*^vcnturers. "Sometliing happens as we desire to 
We it happen to ourselves; some situation, that 
"Shave long dallied with in fancy, is realized in the 
'lory witli enticing and appropriate details. Then 
*t forget the characters; then we push the hero 
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aside ; then we plunge into the tale in our own p 
and bathe in fresh experience; and then, and then 
only, do we say that we have been reading a ro- 
mance." — "A Gossip on Romance," Memories and 
Portraits. 



It was no doubt so that things had happened in 
Skeltdom, and, for a true reader hke Stevenson, 
would happen anywhere in story books. "What 
am I? What are life, art, letters, the world, but 
what my Skelt has made them? He stamped him- 
self upon my immaturity. The world was plain 
before I knew him, a poor penny world; but soon 
it was ail coloured with romance." — "A Pemqr 
Piain," Memories and Portraits. .^^^| 
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fadi my slippers; and I would sit down wilh the 
Vicomte for a long, silent, solitary lamplight evening 
by the fire. And yet I know not why I call it silent, 
when it was enlivened with such a clatter of horse- 
shoes, and such a rattle of musketry, and such a stir 
of talk; or why I call those evenings solitary in 
which I gained so many friends. I would rise 
from my book and pull the blind aside, and see the 
wow and the glittering hollies chequer a Scotch 
garden, and the winter moonlight brighten the white 
hills. Thence I would turn again to that crowded 
Md sunny field of life in which it was so easy to 
forget myself, my cares, and my surroundings; a 
place busy as a city, bright as a theatre, thronged 
'"'ith memorable faces, and sounding with delightful 
speech. I carried the thread of that epic into my 
slumbers, 1 woke with it unbroken, I rejoiced to 
lounge into the book again at breakfast, it was with 
• pang thai I must lay it down and tum to my own 
sliours." — "A Novel of Dumas's," Memories aitd 
Portraits. 

Tlie long romance is of all books the most en- 
•"talling and the most companionable, and it was not 
f°r nothing that Stevenson understood so instinc- 
tively its fascination. When all the weaknesses in 
"is own fabrications have been pointed out, traced 
'0 his bad health or to his supposed purposeless- 
•wss. it still remains that his books and even his 
'ijments of books, make marvelous reading for 
ificpse not loo much concerned with getting some- 
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uhere. I f , like the stories one tells to children, 
like the adventures one has in dreams, they do 
often work out very inevitably; if they fade o\ 
merely stop; if the sequence of adventnres is li 
cidedly haphazard, and the characters for a large 
part of the time do not appear to be much beyond 
their clothes and a quaint phrase or two; yet each 
incident, while it lasts, is enthralling; the situation 
and the scenery are ever in accord ; and the reader 
has always been for the time being in the counljy 
of his own imagination. 



ni 



This much is true for nearly any of Stevenson's, 

books, especially if read at the same age at which' 
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lory. Moreover, so far as fiction went, I had 
made the discover^', in the Academy library, of 
ph Conrad and his true romances of the sea. 
wiiidi at once became and have remained my fa- 
vorite books in that supreme part of nature. And 
one day I picked up Treasure Island with a premoni- 
tion that it had come to me, alas, too late ; for 1 
knew well enough what the story was about. In- 
stead, I launched on a voyage second to none. I 
never surer that I had really got somewhere at 
that this was one of those bits of geography 
from which DO traveler willingly returns, which 
with years do not fade in his mind, which bring 
''* conviction that he has again seen the promised 
1^"^ and reassure him that he can never live quite 
Vain. 

Win you read the opening pages once more- It 
•"I take only a moment. 



I IBE OU) SEA DOG AT THE "ADMIRAL BENBOW" 



■ Squire Trelawney, Dr. Livesey. and the rest of 
* gentlemen having asked me to write down the 
e particulars about Treasure Island, from the 
I to the end, keeping nothing back but the 
of the island, and that only because there 
II treasure not yet lifted, I take up my pen in 
r of grace 17 — , and go back to the time when 
her kqjt the 'Admiral Benbow' inn, and the 
n old seaman, with the sabre cut, first took up 
g under our roof. 
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"I remember him as if it were yesterday, as 
came plodding to the inn door, his sea chest follow« 
ing behind him in a hand-barrow; a tall, strong, 
heavy, nut-brown man ; his tarry pigtail falling over 
the shoulders of his soiled blue coat; his hands 
ragged and scarred, with black, broken nails; and 
the sabre cut across one cheek, a dirty, livid white. 
I remember him looking round the cove and wliis- 
tling to himself as he did so, and then breaking o\ 
in that old sea-song that he sang so often after* 
wards : — 

"'Fifteen men on the dead man's chest — 
Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!' 

in the high, old tottering voice that seemed to hai 
been tuned and broken at the capstan bars, Tha| 
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phin man ; rum and bacon and eggs is what I want, 

""d that head up there for to watch ships off. What 

you mought call me ? You mought call me captain. 

I Oh, I see what you're at — there ;' and he threw 

kdow-n three or four gold pieces on the threshold. 

'"Voia can tell me when I've worked through that,' 

**ys he, looking as fierce as a commander. 

"''Vild, indeed, bad as his clothes were, and coarsely 
»s K»e spoke, he had none of the appearance of a 
oar» -who sailed before the mast; but seemed like a 
nat^ or skipper, accustomed to be obeyed or to 
slrilc«. The man who came with the barrow told 
tBiH« mail had set him down the morning before at 
iJie 'Royal George;' that he had inquired what inns 
th«"« were along the coast, and hearing ours well 
spolcen of, I suppose, and described as lonely, had 
tlx^cn it from the others for his place of residence. 
And that was all we could leam of our guest. 

"He was a very silent man by custom. All day 
be hung round the cove, or upon the cliffs, with a 
briss telescope; all evening he sat in a comer of 
the parlour next the fire, and drank rum and water 
very strong. Mostly he would not speak when 
ipolten to ; only look up sudden and fierce, and blow 
through his nose like a fog-horn ; and we and the 
prople who came about our house soon learned to let 
tin be. Every day, when he came back from his 
sirotl, he would ask if any seafaring men had gone 
t^ along the road ? At first we thought it was the 
want of company of his own kind that made him 
vk this question ; but at last we began to see he was 
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desirous to avoid them. When a seaman put up 
at the 'Admiral Beobow' (as now and then soi 
did, making by the coast road for Bristol), he woul 
look in at him through the curtained door before he 
entered the parlour; and he was always sure to be 
as silent as a mouse when any such was present. 
For me, at least, there was no secret about the mat- 
ter ; for i was, in a way, a sharer in his alarms. He 
had taken me aside one day, and promised me a 
silver fourpenny on the first of every month if Ij 
would only keep my 'weather-eye open for a .sean 
faring man with one leg,' and let him know the mo- 
ment he appeared. Often enough, when the first; 
of the month came round, and I applied to him for 
my wage, he would only blow through his nose ai 
me, and stare me down; but before the week w; 
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pinching, frosty morning — the cove all grey with 
hoar-frost, the ripple lapping softly on the stones, 
the sun still low and only touching the hiii-tops and 
shining far to seaward. The captain had risen 
earlier than usual, and set out down the beach, his 
cutlass swinging under the broad skirts of the old 
blue coat, his brass telescope under his arm. his hat 
tilted back upon his head. I remember his breath 
hanging like smoke in his wake as he strode 
off. . . . 

"Well, mother was up-stairs with father; and I 
was laying the breakfast table against the captain's 
return, when the parlour door opened, and a man 
stepped in on whom I had never set my eyes before. 
He was a pale, tallowy creature, wanting two fingers 
of the left hand; and though he wore a cutlass, he 
did not look much like a fighter. I had always my 
eye open for seafaring men, with one leg or two, 
and I remember this one puzzled me. He was 
not sailorly, and yet he Iiad a smack of the sea about 
liim too. 

"I asked him what was for his service, and he 
said he would lake rum; but as I was going out of 
the room to fetch it he sat down upon a table and 
motioned me to draw near. I paused where I was 
with my napkin in my hand. 

" 'Come here, sonny,' says he, 'Come nearer 
here," I took a step nearer. 

*' 'Is this here table for my mate Bill?' he asked, 
with a kind of leer. 
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"I told him I did not know his mate Bill ; and tht£ 
was for a person who stayed in our house, whom 
we called the captain. 

" 'Well,' said he, 'my mate Bill would be called 
the captain, as like as not. He has a cut on one 
cheek, and a mighty pleasant way with him, par* 
ticutarly in drink, has my mate Bill. We'll put it, 
for argument like, that your captain has a cut on 
one cheek— and we'll put it, if you like, that that 
check's the right one. Ah. well I I told you. Now, 
is my ma,te Bill in this here house ?' 

"I told him he was out walking. 

" 'Which way, sonny? Which way is he gone?" 

"And when I had pointed out the rock and told' 
him how the captain was likely to return, and ho*, 
soon, and answered a few other questions, 'Ah,'' 
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encering, patted me on the shoulder, told me I wes 
a goodjboy, and he had taken quite a fancy to me. 
1 have a son of my own,' said he, 'as Hke you as 
two blocks, and he's all the pride of my 'art. But 
the great thing for boys is discipline, sonny — disci- 
pline. Now, if you had sailed along of Bill, you 
wouldn't have stood there to be spoke to twice — not 
you. That was never Bill's way, nor the way of 
sich as sailed with him. And here, sure enough, is 
my mate Bill, with a spyglass under his arm, bless 
his old 'art, to be sure. You and me'll just go back 
into the parlour, somiy, and get behind the door, 
and we'll give Bill a little surprise — ^bless his 'art, I 
say again.' 

"So saying, the stranger backed along with me 
into the parlour, and put me behind him in the 
comer, so that we were both hidden by the open 
door. I was very uneasy and alarmed, as you may 
fancy, and it rather added to my fears to observe 
that the stranger was certainly frightened himself. 
He cleared the hilt of his cutlass and loosened the 
blade in the sheath ; and all the time we were watting 
there he kept swallowing as if he felt what we used 
to call a lump in the throat. 

"At last in strode the captain, slammed the door 
behind him, without looking to the right or left, 
and marched straight across the room to where his 
breakfast awaited him. 

" 'Bill,' said the stranger, in a voice that 1 thought 
he had tried to make bold and big. 

"The captain spun round on his heel and fronted 
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us ; all the brown had gone out of his face, and evei"*- 
his nose was blue; he had the look of a man wb^^ 
sees a ghost, or the evil one, or something worse^ 
if anything can be; and, upon my word, I felt sorr^| 
to see him, all in a moment, turn so old and sick, 

""Come, Bill, you know me; you know an oIc3 
shipmate, Bill, surely,' said the stranger. 

"The captain made a sort of gasp. 

'"Black Dogl' said he. I 

'"And who else?' returned the other, getting? 
more at his ease. 'Black Dog as ever was, come tot" 
to see his old shipmate Billy, at the "Admiral Ben- 
bow" inn. Ah, Bill, Bill, we have seen a sight of 
times, us two, since I lost them two talons,' holdii^ai 
up his mutilated hand. ^ 

" 'Now look here,' said the captain; "you've rui» ■ 
me down; here I am; well, thai, speak up: what 
is it?" 

"That's you,' returned Black Dog; 'you're 
the right of it, Billy. I'll have a glass of rum fi 
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'Tor a long time, though I certainly did my best 

to listen, I could hear nothing but a low gabbling. 

But at List the voices began to grow higher, and I 

' ttmld pick up a word or two, mostly oaths, from the 

ptain. 

'No, no, no, no ; and an end of it !' he cried once. 

Aad again, 'If it comes to swinging, swing all, 

«y I.* 

_ "Then all of a sudden there was a tremendous 

Hi^CpIosion of oaths and other noises — the chair and 

^^P'c table went over in a lump, a clash of steel fol- 

^Bf**"**!. and then a cry of pain, and the next instant 

^V ^ft-w Black Dog in full flight, and the captain hotly 

^pf'^rsuing, both with drawn cutlasses, and the for- 

"**>" streaming blood from the left shoulder. Just 

** the door the captain aimed at the fugitive one 

"*t tremendous cut, which would certainly have 

^Pl'l him to the chine had it not been intercepted by 

"***" big signboard of Admiral Benbow. You may see 

»"** notch on the lower side of the frame to this day. 
"That blow was the last of the battle. Once out 
'^'^ the road. Black Dog, in spite of his wound, 
*owed a wonderful clean pair of heels and disap- 
5**rtd over the edge of the bill in half a minute. 
'V captain, for his part, stood staring at the sign- 
"^rd like a bewildered man. Then he passed his 
"*nd over his eyes several times, and at last turned 
**ck into the house. 

" 'J'l*'-' ssys he, 'rum ;' and as he spoke he reeled 
* btlle and caught himself with one hand against 
thewaU. 
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" 'Are you hurt?' cried I. 

" 'Rum,' he repeated. 'I must get away from 
here. Rum! niml' 

"I ran to fetch It ; but I was quite unsteadied by 
all that had fallen out, and I broke one glass and 
fouled the tap, and while I was still getting in my 
own way I heard a loud fall in the parlour, and. 
running in, beheld the captain lying full length iqwn 
the floor. . . . 

"A great deal of blood was taken before the cap- 
tain opened his eyes and looked mistily about him. 
First he recognized the doctor with an unmistakable 
frown; then his glance fell upon rae, and he lo(^ed 
relieved. But suddenly his colour changed, and he 
tried to raise himself, crying: — ^^H 

" 'Where's Black Dog?' ^H 
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Come, now, make an effort. I'll help you to your 
bed for once.' 

"Between us, with much trouble, we managed to 
hoist him up-stairs, and laid him on his bed, where 
bi) hud fell back on the pillow, as i f he were almost 
fainting. 

"'Now, mind you,' said the doctor, 'I clear my 
conscience — the name of mm for you is death.' 

"And with that he went off to see my father, 
tiking me with him by the arm. 

"'This is nothing,' he said, as soon as he had 
dosed the door. 'I have drawn blood enough to 
hep him quiet awhile; he should lie for a week 
*heie he is — that is the best thing for him and you; 
l«it another stroke would settle him,' 

"About noon I stopped at the captain's door with 
>wwe cooling drinks and medicines. He was lying 
*cf)- much as wc had left him, only a little higher, 
^ he seemed both weak and excited. . , . 

" 'Jim,' he said, at length, 'you saw that seafaring 
"an to-day ?* 

"'Black Dog?' I asked. 

" 'Ah ! Black Dog,' says he. 'He's a bad un ; but 
'here's worse that put him on. Now, if I can't 
E" away nohow, and they tip me the black spot. 
wind you, it's my old sea-chest they're after; you 
pl on a horse — you can, can't you ? Well, then, you 
Btt on a horse, and go to— well, yes, I will ! — to that 
Otrasl Doctor swab, and tell him to pipe all hands 
~niagistratcs and sicli — and he'll lay 'em aboard at 
& "Admiral Benbow" — all old Flint's crew, man 
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and boy, all on 'em that's left. I was first mate, I 
was, old Flint's first mate, and I'm the on'y one as 
knows the place. He gave it me at Savannah, when 
he lay a-dying, like as if I was to now, you sec 
But you won't peacli unless tliey get the black spot 
on me, or unless you see that Black Dog again, or 
a seafaring man with one leg, Jim — him above aH.' 

" 'But what is the black spot, captain?' I asked. 

"'That's a summons, mate. I'll tell you if they 
get that. But you keep your weather-eye open, Jira, 
and I'll share with you equals, upon my honour." " 

IV 

The genius of sheer fiction is in these first pages. 
No other story of buried treasure will ever have 
such a start as this. The way in which the original 
crew of cut-throats is unwittingly reassembled by 
Squire Trelawny and their acceptance forced on 
Doctor Livesy and the captain, in spite of protest. 



I 



L 



THE SPIRIT OF ROMANCE 177 

' "'as ten years old and still completely landlocked 
If)' the Berkshire Hills. I have done it recently sev- 
"^ limes with Jim Hawkins, and I shall never be- 
«<ve that a fact in romance isn't as much a fact as 
"t actuality and a sight more real at the same time, 
'fa man like R. L. S. says so. As for seamanship, 
' a-m sure there is no officer in the navy who would 
"ot sail under Captain Smollet any day in the year 
"kJ never offer to mend his vocabulary one jot or 
ti'tl*. You may prefer The Bluejacket's Manual, 
ifti carry it in your hip-pocket to guard against mis- 
•st^s, but I prefer to pull the wrong tackle now and 
titn with Stevenson, who himself, it is true, barely 
"I'tt'v/ one rope's end from another. And if one 
*tr<c to drown, after the manner of Shelley, with 
""t sheets belayed, how much finer, and how far less 
•"^'ikal, to ha\'e them discover afterward that one 
1>«J been navigating by Treasure Island instead of 
^ the Manual. 

It was certainly with pardonable condescension 
^t Stevenson remarked in a letter to Henley, when 
'^ tale had appeared in book form, that he knew 
^*^ well his seamanship was "jimmy," but that if 
n's characters were fairly lively on the wires he 
*4ntcd applause — for the work, he added, "is not 
i^i^ork of realism." 

Romance does not depend for its power on fidel- 
'Qf to externals, but rather, like poetry, on the tone 
and on the rhythm of fancy. Later, when Steven- 
Ka knew infinitely more about the sea and ships 
iBd islands than he did in his first story ; when he 
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had himself lived through a voyage of strange ad- 
venture somewhere off the edge of the chart, S. S. 
W. out of San Francisco, could he write romance 
any more truly? He could be infinitely more faith- 
ful to detail. But you may go to sleep in the 
vaunted "realism" of The IVrecker* and though 
The Ebb Tide is gruesome enough to keep one 
awake, a nap being hardly possible with t}iat little 
cockney Huish lurking about, ia it the pretty {nece 
of navigation that charms you, or something else? 
No, Stevenson never wrote another tale of the sea 
to compare with your first reading of Treasure 
Island. One must not hope to make sudi a voyage 
tv^ice, except in memory. 

Therefore, if you ask where else in Stevenson 
can be found anything nearly like this, as boyish 
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*f whidi wc shall speak later. But in Stevenson's 
*r romances you might look far and in vain, 
illy in those books planned primarily for boys. 



Cienainly you won't find it in Thf Black Arrow, 
a ram written very rapidly the year after Treasure 
Iila»td at Hyeres and Royat. Compared to Treas- 
"rr Jsland, it is much like dreatning to order. In 
'he first place, there is inserted, ready-made, almost 
^'^T-y possible element of boy-and-girl melodrama, 
''*'i of course a great deal of it is as good as such 
Unrigs can be. The very idea of the mysterious 
*""Ows which arrive one by one fascinates the imag- 
inatjop The third of iheni, I lliink it is, crashes 
"•"^iugh the high, stained-glass window, when Dick 
^'"d Sir Daniel are talking in the chapel, and slicks 
l^'^Vcring into Ihe long (able. That is a pretty good 
P**<:e. and the human eye in the tapestry of the 
^'V'age Himler is a devilish good bit of old ma- 
™*>lery. But the trouble is that here the whole prin- 
^E*Ic of fitness is overdone, is carried out almost as 
^^'^ipletely as in the stories of Hayward and Skelt. 
^'hcn the castle is attacked from the sea there is. 
™ the first place, a thick black night made extra 
**ck and black by a driving snow-storm and extra 
*'**lfuiing and boisterous by the wine which the 
roffians get up from the hold of the ship. The castle 
^ a secret passage, a trap door, a haunted room, 
»* duk moat to swim— everything that the word 
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castle stands for in the medieval mind of a small 
boy. At the end, the villainous bridegroom is shot 
at the altar, and the hero inherits. I have not 
counted the number of people who are killed in The 
Black Arrow, but there must be one for every page. 
Therefore you will conclude properly that it is not 
at all a bad tale for children, or for anybody whose 
historical fancy is easily roused and for whom 
phrases like "methinks," "alack," "varlet with a 
link," "nay, I am shrewedly afeard, Sir Parson, but 
this runs hard on sacrilege," are the essence of local 
color. But you will not care to read it yourself. 

I think you will also look in vain through St 
Ives, a long and spirited yam which Stevenson had 
not quite brought to an end when he died. St. Ives 
is a serious matter; far more serious than Treasure 
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be looking for. The point of the story is merely to 
t»Ik — and I can not help remarking that it was writ- i 
ten entirely by dictation. It is told with a sort of 
flurry that overwhelms rather than stimulates. Ste- 
venson knew his Dumas ; but Dumas never wore us 
out with the activity of his vocabulary or confused 
^ with a medley of language. In Dumas tliere was 
always some purpose in sight, something to settle 
<lwn to. In St. Ives, and in too many of Steven- 
son's other books, the improbability of any signifi- 
*»nt end or purpose robs the reader of considerable 
M'Ufaclion by the way. He ceases to guess at what 
^ turns of the plot may point to, for it grows 
steadily more and more obvious that a whimsical 
pffposclcssness, a day to day foresight, usurps the 
place cf thoroughness of imagination. 

Better than St. Ives is The Wrecker, a delightful. 
"°nsensical medley, which has in the midst of iUielf 
'"lyslery of tlie ocean that for a few chapters will 
"c with your memory of Treasure Island. It is. 
"""vcvcr, quite a different sort of mystery. The 
EWJns of the tale Lloyd Osboume and Stevenson 
''"CoTCrcd at Honolulu, in 1889. from a ship- 
*rtcked crew who had just arrived in the harlx)r 
™der most peculiar circumstances. The two authors 
proceeded to develop the matter during their subse- 
•Juw cruise to Samoa. So the story was written 
™ the very atmosphere and on the very waters of 
"Wiancc which it describes. But some of the ro- 
mance gives way to realism, and much of the charm 
to a spooky, detective sort of plot which I believe 
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the authors thought would make a hit with thei 
American public. You will find, nevertheless, in 
Chapter XIV, entitled "The Cabin of the Flyinff 
Scud," if you read every word of the previous med- 
ley of two hundred seventy-eight pages and under- 
stand all its intricacies, a bit of excitement not to 
be missed. At least you will be as neatly puzzled 
for a time as you ever have been between the covert ; 
of a book. But you will not be charmed. 

VI 

It is only in Kidnapped, a tale of 1745 in Scot 
land, that Stevenson has given us many pages that, 
definitely compare with Treasure Island. Kid^l 
napped was Stevenson's favorite among all hin 
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Blic philosophy, his exhibition of all the ges- 
I of bravado, and the flashing brand of his 
irified egotism. Hence these two, so intimately 
ilized, are very real people to the fancy. If you 
are for Jim Hawkins, searching Billy Bones's 
«a-chest, or hiding under the bridge in the foggy 
light, or hiding again in an apple barrel, you will 
i"irt for David on the old staircase in the House 
^'f Shaws. and for David and Alan in the deckhouse 
I'f the Coi'etiant, on the rock in Glencoe stream, 
and in their long flight through the heather. The 
pieces are all of the same fabric. You may open 
tlw book very much where you will. The nature of 
it is like this : 

kTor an our hurry, day began to come in while 
« were still far from any shelter. It found us in 
a prodigious valley, strewn with rocks and where 
"n a foaming river. Wild mountains stood around 
" ; there grew there neither grass nor trees ; and I 
'y^ sometimes thought since then that il may have 

»^ the valley called Glencoe, where the massacre 
■« in the time of King William. But for the de- 
^ of our itinerary, I am all to seek ; our way 
Ins now by short cuts, now by great detours; our 
■k being so hurried ; our time of journeying usu- 
m by night; and the names of such places as I 
■ri and heard being in the Gxlic tongue and the 
"*« easily forgotten. 

'The first peep of morning, then, showed us this 
'"Jnible place, and t could sec Alan knit his brow. 



184 STEVENSON 

" 'This is no iit place for you and me,' he saidi 
'This is a place they're bound to watch.' 

"And with that he ran harder than ever down ta 
the water-side in a part where the river was split' 
in two among three rocks. It went through with' 
a horrid thundering that made my belly quake; and 
there hung over the lynn a mist of spray. AlaO' 
looked neither to the right nor to the left, but 
jumped clean upon the middle rock and fell there 
on his hands and knees to check himself, for that 
rock was small and he might have pitched over oa 
the far side. I had scarce time to measure the dis- 
tance or to understand the peril before I had foJ* 
lowed him, and he had caught and stopped me. 

"So there we stood, side by side upon a small rodti 
slippery with spray, a far broader leap in front of 
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1b hack upon me leaped over the farther branch of 
* stream and landed safe. 

"I was now alone upon the rock, which gave me 
It more room ; the brandy was singing in my ears; 
d this good example fresh before me, and just 
it enough to see that if 1 did not leap at once I 
>liou!(i ne\'cr leap at all. I bent low on my knees 
wl flung myself forth, with that kind of anger of 
ilttpair that has sometimes stood me in stead of 
tonnigc. Sure enough, it was but my hands that 
wchcd the full length; these slipped, caught again, 
1 again ; and I was sliddering back into the 
I. when Alan Seized me, first by the hair, then 
J the collar and witli a great strain dragged me 

safety. 

I "Hcvcr a word he said, but set off running again 
Thi life, and I must stagger lo my feet and run 
r him. ' I had been weary before, but now I 

1 sick and bruised, and partly drunken with the 
idy; I kepi stumbling as I ran, I had a stitch 

It came near to overmaster me; and when at last 
1 paused under a great rock that stood there 

rag a niunber of others, it was none too soon for 

nrid Balfour. 

"A great rock, I have said ; but by rights it was 
'•o rocks leaning together at the top. both some 
■'enty feet high, and at the first sight inaccessible. 
Etoi .\lan (though you may say he had as good as 
iim hands) failed twice in an attempt to climb 
^ixm; and it was only at the third trial, and then 
kt standmg on my shoulders and leaping up with 
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such force as I thought must have broken my ajfi 
lar-bone, that he secured a lodgment. Once therei 
he let down his leathern girdle ; and with the aid of 
that and a pai^■ of shallow footholds in the rodc 
I scrambled up beside him, 

"Then I saw why we had come there; for the 
two rocks, both being somewhat hollow on the 
and sloping one to the other, made a kind of dJsllt 
or saucer, where as many as three or four men mtgfafi 
have lain hidden. 

"All this while Alan had not said a word, 
had run and climbed with such a savage, silent 
frenzy of hurry, that I knew he was in mortal fear 
of some nuscarriage. Even now we were on thd 
rock he said nothing, nor so much as relaxed thq 
frowning look upon his face; but clapped flat dow^g 
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be feared of a thing and yet to do it, is what makes 
ihe prettiest kind of a man. And then there was 
water there, and water's a thing that dauntons even 
me. No, no,' said Alan, 'it's no you that's to blame, 
it's me." 

"I asked him why. 

""Why,* said he, 'I have proved myself a gomeral 
this night. For the first of all I take a wrong road. 
and that in my own country of Appin ; so that the 
^y has caught us where we should never have been ; 
tod thanks to that, we lie here in some danger and 
Ottir discomfort. And next (which is tlie worst of 
1* two, for a man tliat has been so much among 
«K heather as myself) I have come wanting a water- 
"ttle, and here we lie for a long summer's day with 
iiinhing but neat spirit Ye may think that a small 
•"itter; but before it comes night, David, ye'll give 
"« news of it.' 

'1 was anxious to redeem my character, and of- 
'fiwi, if he would pour out the brandy, to run 
''"Wn and fill the bottle at the river. 

"I wouldnae waste the good spirit either,' says 
■*■ 'It's been a good friend to you this night, or 
'1 my poor opinion, ye would still be cocking on 
Wi stone. And what's mair,' says he, 'ye may have 
"•served (you that's a man of so much penctra- 
™n) that Alan Breck Stewart was perhaps walk- 
mj quicker than his ordinar'.' 

"'You!' I cried, 'you were running fit to burst' 

■"Was I so?* said he. 'Well, then, ye may de- 
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pend upon it, there was nae time to be lost. And 
now were is enough said ; gang you to your sleep, 
lad, and I'll watch.' 

"Accordingly I lay down to sleep; a little peaty 
earth had drifted in l«tween the top of the two 
rocks, and some bracken grew there, to be a bed 
to me; the last thing I heard was the crying of the 



"I dartsay it would be nine in the morning when 
I was roughly awakened, and found Alan's hand 
pressed upon my mouth. 

" 'Wheesht 1' he whispered, 'Ye were snoring.' 

" 'Well,' said I, surprised at his anxious and 
dark face, 'and why not?' 

"He peered over the edge of the rock, and signed 
to me to do the like. 
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linued; but as the stream was suddenly swelled by 
the confluence of a considerable burn, they were 
*nore widely set, and only watched the fords and 
I ^epping-stoncs. 

"I took but one look at them and ducked again 
to my place. It was strange indeed to see this 
Galley, which had lain so solitary in the hour of 
*'*'WTi, bristling with arms and dotted with the red- 

KO'^^ts and breeches. 
* "Ye see,' said Alan, 'this was what I was afraid 
Davie: that they would watch the bumside. 
cy began to come in about two hours ago. and, 
"'an ! but ye're a grand hand at sleeping ! We're 
'^ a narrow place. If they get up the sides of the 
"*n (hey could easily spy us with a glass; but if 
*^^y'Il only keep in the foot of the valley, we'll do 
y**. Tlie posts are thinner down the water; and 
^**ttJe night well try our hand at getting by them." 
** 'And what are we to do till night?' I asked, 

► ** lie here,' says he 'and birstle.' " — Kidnapped. 
There is a zest for adventure in this story and in 
••■rtww? Island which perhaps only D'Artagnan 
*™rpa*scs. Certainly there are few others which 
'Or this come up to it. Amyas Leigh in Charles 
Kinifsley's romance, John Ridd, in Lorna Doom, 
>i* not far behind, and in other respects may have 
^tfghis for the reader which David and .Man and 
I Jim Hawkins can not offer. But these are the im- 
I BBnals in England. 
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ROMANCE, MELODRAMA, AND FARCE 



I 



<y^EASURE ISLAND and Kidnapped are clas- 
■* sics of their kind, not great romances, certainly, 
to vie with Dumas in scope, but tales that take one 
over the borders of real life as wholly for the time 
as any of them. They will always be for us part of 
the Great Illusion. 
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Stevenson never had enough continuous energy 
to Icam the craft of sustained fiction as Dumas 
lea-i-ned it. The delightful, characteristic story of 
iioxv Trtasure Island was composed has its moral. 
TK^ map of the island was drawn first — before there 
wa.^ idea of anything more than a yam to amuse 
U«z>^d Osbounie with; then Stevenson's father made 
a list of all the articles in Billy Bones's sea-chest; 
iJKi Stevenson, finding two interested auditors, 
"•"•^tc a chapter each day for fifteen days to read 
>'c>xjd to them, after which not another incident 
■r**'^d be for some time imagined. This was at Brae- 
H|p-«~, in the summer of 1881, and Gosse and Colvin, 
B^^^iting him there, so much encouraged him to con- 
tJ'^xic that he finally succeeded in carrying it on; but 
^^ »-«. Stevenson saj's that had the talc not shortly 
"^^un to appear as a serial In Young Folks it would 
prxitabJy never have been concluded. 

^nc of Stevenson's faults, the fault of random 
P^'^^gress of which there is so much evidence in his 
"^gcr \vorfcs, is due partly to the exaggerated im- 
V*^Ttance which romance as a method had for him 
"^ irL There is something delightfully humorous 
*»ld gay about his habit of reading aloud to a breath- 
less audience the first chapters of a marvelous tale 
'hat leads in a day or two into a nearly inextri- 
QWc cul-de-sac, out of which, if he is to come at 
ill. it is only by means of the pick and shovel, It 
was undoubtedly more fun to keep up his spirits 
with beginnings and plans, when his troubles made 
ijata incapable of any prolonged labor, tlian to guard 
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his energy for the real work in hand He usually 
kept three or four stories going at once and was 
forever making wonderful lists of a dozen olficrs 
that he expected to attack in a week or so. It 
exhilarated him beyond measure to write up his 
first conception of a plot; and his audience always 
caught the contagion. "No finished story," says 
one of his friends, "was, or ever will be, so good 
as Weir of Hermisian shone to us in those days by 
the light of its author's first ardour of creation," 
And Gfosse, who was one of the fortunate people to 
hear Treasure Island thus read aloud, says, "I look 
back to no keener intellectual pleasure than those 
cold nights at Bnemar, with the sleet howling out- 
side, and ILouis reading his budding romance by the 
lamplight, emphasizing the purpler passages with 
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.dcr, as that gentleman reads. But Stevenson was 
al'ways attempting it. 

In his own life and in his philosophy, Stevenson 
^rried out the trick with eclat, or at least trammeled 
up the disillusionment. But in romLmtic fiction, just 
as in realistic fiction, the magician must have his 
«aml outside the spell he creates. He must always 
I* in control. He must be able to see it all com- 
plete. In other words, the final method, even of the 
•feeamer, is not to be dreaming, but to have dreamed. 
'™ Spite of the fact that one could not possibly make 
' «X}inance by the stark impersonal methods of real- 
's***, this general principle still holds true. It is a 
principle that Stevenson in nearly all his shorter 
"*^ngs understands, and then, curiously enough, in 
°*^^.riy all his longer stories forgets. He tells as 
"^ goes, dreams away boldly in plain view, and 
fore can say no more than the reader what is 
ig next. Before he knows it the spell has 
***lished. Prom the point of view of artistic unity 
"**re is verj- little of Stevenson besides the essays, 
"•■liles, and short stories that is satisfactor>'; and 
'^eofitre Island and Kidnapped, alone of his longer 
"^oks, will belong to English literature. In Treas- 
•*■* htand the yam spinner's method was fortunate. 
^Jl the random and whimsical episodes chime in 
***<1 the end is the ample conclusion of what has 
S^e before. This can be said of no other long 
^<t except The Ebb-Tide, which, since it has a 
"■ora/ to teach, has its end in view from the begin- 
Of the shorter pieces over fifty pages long. 
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the only well-rounded-out perfonnance. also off 
moral order, is Dr. Jekyll. 

But in Stevenson so great often is the charm of 
style from page to page that the fault of incom- 
pleteness or shiftiness of plot by no means robs 
the reader of his pleasure. For those who are fas- 
cinated by the act of story-telling, who never realty 
wish for the end and who care little for it in rela- 
tion to the hazard of the incidents, there is much 
entertainment to be had from following the Slc- 
vensonian fancy wherever it wanders. 



n 



In Stevenson's first tale of any length, "The Pa- 
ition on the Links," written in California, this 
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most certainly strike a false note; and Stevenson 
fid not know how to manage this. The issue is a 
■Crkiimenlal anticlimax, which turns the spell at the 
crxxcia] moment into clap-trap. 

ZBm in the next tale that he attempted, this fault 

'* at least so long delayed, tlie atmosphere of sus- 

pex^sc is so long continued, and the dime-novel con- 

rfi»sion, due to what Stevenson has called "ease of 

™~'e'aming," is so brief as to allow the whole piece al- 

K its proper unity of tone. The Merry Men, writ- 

just before he began Treasure Island, is, save 

the very end, one of Stevenson's masterpieces, 

<i illustrates his weirdly fantastic imagination at 

best. While he was at work on it, in July, 18S1, 

'*t Pitlochr)-. he wrote Colvin: "If ever I shall 

°*^*J>:e a hit I have the line now, as I believe." Cer- 

^*-* nly it strikes many of the notes to which his tem- 

■»ament always vibrated; and two years later, at 

iercs, the hearing of it read by a friend moved 

strangely. He calls it "a fantastic sonata 

It the sea" ; but later, realizing perhaps that 

."**« very end did not belong to any of the themes 

Previously developed in the sonata, he had deter- 

**iioed to make it much longer, "with a whole new 

^fooueracnt, not quite dear to me." This he never 

accomplished, not being able, as his wife has said, 

!<> get a real grip on his story. What he needed to 

do was to prevent the story from emerging, with 

bald farce at the last moment, out of its poetic at- 

tnospbere. 

The dominant tfacmc of this sonata about the sea 
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is the terror Uiat surrounds the storm-beaten islacd 
of Aros. The story begins with a strong sense of 
it which is afterward never quite unfelt as the thin, 
queer thread of the plot appears and disappears 
through its variations. In two pages of Eilean 
Aros, you are, as nearly always in Stevenson, who 
was a master of beginnings, succumbing to a pecu- 
liar enchantment. 

"On all this part of the coast, and especially near 
Aros, these great granite rocks that I have spoken 
of go down together in troops into the sea, like cattle 
on a summer's day. There they stand, for all the 
world like their neighbours ashore; only the salt 
water sobbing between them instead of the quiet 
earth, and clots of sea-pink blooming on their sides 
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great rollers lireaking white and heavy over as many 
as six-and-forty buried reefs. But it is nearer in 
shore that the danger is worst; for the tide, here 
running like a mill race, makes a long belt of broken 
water — a Roost we call it — at the tail of the land. 
I have often been out there in a dead calm at the 
slack of the tide; and a strange place it is. with the 
sea swirling and combing up and l«iiing like the 
cauldrons of a linn, and now and again a little danc- 
ing mutter of sound as though the Roost were talk- 
ing to itself. But when the tide begins to run again, 
and above all in heavy weather, there is no man 
could take a boat within half a mile of it, nor a ship 
afioat that could cither steer or live in such a place. 
You can hear the roaring of it six miles away. At 
the seaward end there comes the strongest of the 
bubble ; and it's here that these big breakers dance 
together — the dance of death, it may be called — 
that have got the name in these parts of the Merry 
Men. I have heard it said that they run fifty feet 
high; but tliat must be the green water only, for 
the spray runs twice as high as that. Whether they 
got the name from their movements, which are swift 
and antic, or from the shouting they make about 
the turn of the tide, so that all Aros shakes with it, 
is more than I can tctl. 

"The truth is, that in a southwesterly wind, that 
part of our archipelago is no better than a trap. I f 
a ship got through the reefs, and weathered the 
Men7 Men, it would be to come ashore on the south 
QOUt of Aros, in Sandag Bay, where so many dis- 
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mal things befell our family, as I propose to tcll. 
The thought of all these dangers, in the place I knew 
so long, makes me particularly welcome the works 
now going forward to set lights upon the headlands 
and buoys along the channels of our iron-bound. 
inhospitable islands. 

"The country people had many a story about 
Aros, as I used to hear from my uncle's man, Rorie, 
an old servant of the Macleans, who had transferred 
his services without afterthought on the occasion of 
the marriage. There was some tale of an unlucky 
creature, a sea-kelpie, that dwelt and did business in 
some fearful manner of his own among the boiling 
breakers of the Roost. A mermaid had once met 
a piper on Sandag beach, and there sang to him a 
long, bright midsummers night, so that in the mom- 
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had a ctll there, that the islet owes its holy and 
lieauiiful name, the House of God." 

Now, there is something wrong with Ei!ean Aros. 
The hero, on landing, is full of a sense of ominous 
l**ca]ity. Undefined memories of evil haunt the 
suspicions of foul play. Whether these belong 
irnially to the atmosphere of the place or whether 
emanate from the strange mental state of Un- 
'^ Damaway is not certain. The uncanny conversa- 
' Ti of the old man. who is one of Stevenson's 
i^^jst brief characters, is perhaps the most powerful 
"nxxce of this doubt. 

"Was it there?" asked m)- uncle. 
' "Ou, ay !' said Rorie. 

I observed that they both spoke in a manner of 
^Scle, and with some show of embarrassment, and 
^^t Mary herself appeared to colour, and looked 
"l^Wn on her plate. Partly to show my knowledge, 
*'*4 so relieve the party from an awkward strain. 
Partly because I was curious, I pursued the subjecL 
** "You mean the fish ?' I asked. 
" 'Whalten fish ?' cried my uncle. 'Fish, quo" he ! 
Fish ! Your ecn are fu' o' fatness, man ; your heid 
"•^^ened wi' carnal leir. Fish! it's a bogle I' 

"He spoke with great vehemence, as though an- 
^ ; and perhaps I was not very willing to be put 
^'y*a so shortly, for young men are disputatious. 
■*J least I remember I retorted hotly, crying oot 
''POQ childish superstitions. 
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" 'And ye come frae tlie College 1' sneered Uncle 
Gordon, 'Glide kens what they learn folk Iherc; 
it's no muckle service onyway. Do ye think, mai 
that there's naething in a' yon saut wilderness o' 
world cot wast there, wi' the sea grasses growin 
an' the sea beasts fechtin', an' the sun glintin' dowt 
into it day by day? Na; tlie sea's like the land, buK 
fearsomer. If there's folk ashore, there's folk i 
the sea — deid they may be, but tliey're folk what 
ever; and as for deils, there's nane that's like tb 
sea deils. There's no sae muckle harm in the land 
deils, when a's said and done. Lang syne, when 1 
was a callant in the south country, I mind there wa 
an auld, bald bogle in the Peewie Moss. I got ] 
glisk o' him mysel', sittin' on his hunkers in a hag 
as grey's a tombstane. An', troth, he was a fear 
some-like taed. But he steered naebody. Nai 
doobt, if ane that was a reprobate, ane tlie Lon 
hated, had gane by there wi' his sin still upon I 
stamach, nae doobt the creature would hae loupM 
upo' the likes o' him. But there's deils in the do 
sea would yoke on a communicant! Eh, sirs, if 3 
had gane doon wi' the puir lads in the Christ-zinm 
ye would ken by now the mercy o' the seas. If) 
had sailed it for as lang as me, ye would hate t 
thocht of it as I do. If ye had but used the ccn C 
gave ye, ye would hae learned the wickedness o' thai 
fause, saut, cauld, bullering creature, and of a' thal'l 
in it by the Lord's permission : labsters an' partan>| 
an' sic like, howking in the deid; muckle, gutsy; 
blawing whales ; an' fish — the hale clan o' theoi 
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*2aiald-wamed. blmd-eed uncanny ferlies. O. sirs,' 
he cried, 'the horror — ^the horror o' the sea !' " 



^ Very gradually it dawns on the reader that in 
^K'nclc Damaway's mind is the source of the evil 
n^bich permeates the whole island. In spite of ex- 
ternal details that arouse suspicion, like the rare 
"^"Ocxi in the thwarts of the coble, noticed in the 
passage to Aros, only a faint guess about the whole 
*trangc matter can be made till all the complications 
*>* complete at the end of Chapter III. Because 
*^*c threatened evil is really psychic, rather than an 
*^t«mal thing, the author has from now on, a very 
PWiiling situation to handle if he wishes to pre- 
"ve its peculiar horror. The solution adopted at 
^ last moment is crude. He brings on a storm. 
1 hia mad murderer loose in the midst of it. 
I winds the matter up without more ado. Until 
^ actual breaking of the storm the piece is a won- 
rfully fluent fantasy. From that point on, it is 
dy mechanical tour dc force — "a braw nicht for 
^ shipwreck!" and not much else — "twa in ae twal- 
mth! eh. but the Merry Men'll dance lx>uny!" 
So far as popularity goes. Stevenson was ri^t 
p** thinking that he had found his line in the roman- 
'■ tale of terror. He had just written "Thrawn 
_..' an inimitable piece in the Uncle Damaway 
■<y, which, together with the tale of Todd Lapraik 
"* Dittid Balfour, seems, incidentally, to prove the 
*'Jperiority of the Scots vocabulary for spookiness 
t**er anything imaginable in plain English. But 
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where the creation of terror is the main purpose, 
Stevenson is really not often so successful as where 
it accompanies a moral theme. The stories of 
"Olalla" and "The Body Snatcher" do not compare 
in imaginative effects with "Markheim" or Dr. 
Jckyll or "The Bottle Imp" or "The Isle of Voices," 
which are his masterpieces. The first two stories are 
practically failures; the others are at once both far 
more terrible and far more interesting for their 
moral issue. So, In the long romances, the introduc- 
tion of terror scenes for their own sake usually 
brought in as much clap-trap as thrills. The least 
satisfactory part of The Master is the live-burial in. 
the wilderness. The devil-work is by no means the- 
best part of "The Beach of Falesa." Melodrama is- 
■er quite out of sight in these places, and melo— 
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the elder of the two Dunes of Ballantrae, sons of 
Lord Diirrisdeer, joins the rebels at Culloden, and 
is forced afterward to live the life of a wanderer 
ind exile. His younger brother, Henry, thus in- 
licnis. not only the estate, but also the girl who 
•fiould have been the Master's wife. Presently the 
Master retums. the feeling for Prince Charlie's side 
ttiog so itrong in the neighborhood as to allow this 
"ithout much fear of his betrayal to the authorities. 
07 nature a proud, brilliant, and malicious man, 
w* trials and adventures in strange lands and on 
*e tta. have given him a streak of diabolical per- 
"'WXitT. He at once begins a systematic and vastly 
"^r persecution of his brother, Henry, which 
I to all outsiders, and even to his brother's 
P«e. to put Henry in the wrong. The duel be- 
1 the two goes on under the blind eyes of the 
^ who would have married the Master had for- 
t favored- Romantically in love with him, yet 
rays nominally faithful to her husband, she be- 
s the perverse arbiter of the destinies of this 
lions combat. An oppressive terror, an om- 
JDsness which could only be dispelled by murder, 
IS to develop- It assumes gigantic psychological 
»ftions. The character and purposes of the 
■ loom ever more and more dominant, and 
1 in temporary defeat only more baffling. He 
yriren out of Ballantrae. hovers for years, a sort 
of roving Nemesis, over the invisible issue, and at 
last returns, fortified in villainy by the presence of 
> mjrBterious Indian servant. Sccundra Das& 
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Meanwhile Henry has justified himself to his wi:^t: <■ 
They vainly attempt to evade the Master by fleej M ~"g 
to New York, thus making possible in the plot, tI!Sne 
preconceived finale, a live burial In the Adironda— -^^ 
forest, over which Secundra Dass presides. ^-^^^-^ 
this last part of the adventure, including the in ^ "-'' 
dents in India and Mr. Mackellar's journey wK "•^ 
the Master across the Atlantic, a model of sardosr^^^-^*^ 
humor, seems to be tacked on to the rest of 
narrative. It is peculiarly oppressive, and the 
brings no relief, no sense of issuing from what 
been a rather meaningless cul-de-sac. 

In his essay on "The Genesis of The Master -^*^ 
BaUaiilrae" Stevenson says that he planned the t^^^^j 
to be a lale of many lands, and that having locate 
the main action in Ballantrae, the end in the Adirc 
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defers is mere melodrama — a preconceived end, to be 
siire, but not an adherent end. It neither throws a 
lag^hi back over ihe whole, nor serves to shroud the 

Easter's strange character from our final scrutiny. 
To the engrossing interest of the narrative 
ese defects may not appear fatal — in Stevenson 
«»o defects of structure ever count as absolutely 
fatal. For being vastly clever page by page and 
al^vays a stylist, he can piece out, hopefully putting 
off ihe day of reckoning till the reader's ear has 
t»e«i captured. And nowhere in Stevenson are 
m' thcrt scenes of such dramatic deftness as those 
^^^Iiich show the Master on his first return, always 
^^* courteous, brilliant, cheerful gentleman in the 
presence of Henry's wife, and always the fiend 
when alone with Henry. Of all this the duel with 
*wor]s fought in the garden in the still winter 
"•ght. is a true "marking incident," Had it been 
more elaborately led up to, with a more careful 
Picture of the locality and of the characters, it 
•"igh] well have served to bring the plot to a more 
"irtci and reasonable end, and have taken the place 
"' the murder which, as I say, the atmosphere seems 
''■> "demand. Certainly the Master is, at this moment 
I "( the duel, as we see him by the light of the candles 
^^L") the midst of the frosted trees, one of the great 
^^B*ulaiiu of literature. 

^^H let us listen for a few moments to Mr. Mackel- 
^^^pr, the secretary, who reports this matter. It is 
^^Btrtu^ the most powerful scene in all Stevenson. 
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ACCOUNT OP ALL THAT PASSED OH TBE N1GBT 

FEBRUARY 27, 1757 

"To show how far affairs had gone with \ 
Henry. I will give some words of his. uttered (i 
I have cause not to forget) upon the 26th of Fd 
niary, 1757. It was unseasonable weather, a ca 
back into Winter: windless, bitter cold, the wot 
all white with rime, the sky low and gray: the s 
black and silent like a quarry-hole. Mr. Henry s 
close by the 6re, and debated (as was now c 
with him) whether 'a man' should 'do things 
whether 'interference was wise,' and the like ge 
eral propositions, which each of us particularly a 
plied. I was by the window, looking out. wb 
there passed below mc the Master, Mrs. Henry, ai 
Miss Katharine, that now constant trio. The chi 
was running to and fro, delighted with the frost ; tl 
Master spoke close in the lady's ear with wh 
seemed (even from so far) a devilish grace of i 
sinuation ; and she on her part looked on the g 
like a person lost in listening. I broke out of n 
reserve, 

" 'If I were you, Mr. Henry," said I, 'I would dc 
openly with my lord/ 

" 'Mackellar, Mackellar,' said he, 'you do not 9 
the weakness of my ground. I can carry no SW 
base thoughts to any one — to my father least of all 
that would be to fall into the bottom of his s 
The weakness of my ground.' he continued, 'lies t 
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n«ysdf, that I am not one who engages love. I have 

tli«r gratitude, they all tell me that ; I have a rich 

*s.tate of it! But I am not present in their minds; 

^^^>^ are moved neither to think with me nor to 

^^Kkink for me. There is my loss !' He got to his feet, 

^^^%«1 trod tlown the fire. 'But some method must be 

■^>\md, Mackellar,* said he, looking at me suddenly 

*^"v-« his shoulder; 'some way must be found. I am 

^ nan of a great deal of patience — far too much — 

**"T too much, I begin to despise myself. And 

^"^T, jure, never was a man involved in such a toil !' 

*^< fell back to his brooding. 

"'Cheer up,' said I. 'It will burst of itself,' 
" T am far past anger now,' says he. which had 
*^ little coherency with my own observation that I 
*^t both fall. 

"On the evening of the interview referred to, the 
-^dastcr went abroad; he was abroad a great deal 
^ f the next day also, that fatal 27th ; but where he 
^•Qit, or what he did, we "never concerned ourselves 
\o ask imlil next day. I f we had done so. and by 
»ny diance found out. it might have changed all. 
But as all we did was done in ignorance, and should 
be so judged, I shall so narrate these passages as 
they appeared to us in the moment of their birth, 
and reserve all that I since discovered for tlie time 
of its discover)-. For I have now come to one of 
ihc dark parts of my narrative, and must engage 
the reader's indulgence for my patron. 

"All the 27th that rigorous weather endured; a 
ttifling cold; the folk passing about like smoking 
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chimneys ; the wide hearth in the hall piled high v 
fuel; some of the spring birds that had alread 
blundered north into our neighbourhood, besiegiq 
the windows of the house or trotting on the fioz< 
turf hke things distracted. About noon there cam 
a blink of sunshine; showing a very pretty, wintrj 
frosty landscape of white hills and woods, witj 
Crail's lugger waiting for a wind under the Crai| 
Head, and the smoke mounting straight into the a 
from every farm and cottage. With the coming c 
night, the haze closed in overhead ; it fell dark a 
still and starless, and exceeding cold: a night 1 
most unseasonable, fit for strange events. 

"Mrs. Henry withdrew, as was now her ciu 
very early. We had set ourselves of late to j 
the evening with a game of cards; another i 
that our visitor was wearying mightily of the lif 
at Durrisdeer; and we had not been long at thi 
when my old lord slipped from his place beside t 
fire, and was off williout a word to seek the wan 
of bed. The three thus left together had ncittu 
love nor courtesy to share; not one of us woi 
have sat up one instant to oblige another; yet frt 
the influence of custom, and as the cards had ju! 
been dealt, we continued the form of playing o 
the roimd. I should say we were late sitters; ai 
though my lord had departed earlier than was h 
custom, twelve was already gone some time up< 
the clock, and the servants long ago in bed. A. 
other thing I should say. that although I never sai 
the Master anyway affected with liquor, he had t 
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nking freely, and was perhaps (although he 
showed it not) a trifle heated. 

"Anyway, he now practised one of his transi- 
tions; and so soon as the door closed behind my 
lord, and without the smallest change of voice, 
^fted from ordinary civil talk into a stream of 
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" 'My dear Henry, it is yours to play,' he had 
saying, and now continued: 'It is a very 
strange thing how, even in so small a matter as a 
game of cards, you display your rusticity. You 
play, Jacob, like a bonnet laird, or a sailor in a 
tavern. The same dulness, the same petty greed, 
cetle lentcur d'hebiti qui me fait rager; it is strange 
I should have such a brother. Even Square-toes 
has a certain vivacity when his stake is imperilled; 
but the dreariness of a game with you I positively 

language to depict.' 

Mr. Henry continued to look at his cards, as 

igh very maturely considering some play; but 
his mind was elsewhere. 

"'Dear God, will this never be done?' cries the 
Master. 'Quel lourdeau! But why do I trouble you 
with French expressions, which are lost on such an 
ignoramus? A lourdeau, my dear brother, is as we 
might say a bumpkin, a clown, a clodpole: a fellow 
without grace, lightness, quickness ; any gi ft of pleas- 
ing, any natural brilliancy : such a one as you shall 
Kc, when you desire, by looking in the mirror. I 
lell you these things for your good, I assure you; 

besides. Square-toes' (looking at me and stifling 



but t 



210 



STEVENSON 



a yawn), 'it is cme of my diverekms in this very 
dreary spot to toast you and your master at the fire 
like chestnuts. I have great pleasure in your case;, 
for I observe the nickname (rustic as it is) ha« 
always the power to make you writhe. But some- 
times I have more trouble with this dear fellow here, 
wlio eeems to have gone to sleep upon his canU. 
Do you not see the applicability of the epithet I have 
just explained, dear Henry? Let me show you. 
For instance, with all those solid qualities which I 
delight to recognise in you, I never knew a woman 
who did not prefer me — nor, I think,' he continue<l 
with the most silken deliberation, 'I think — who did 
not continue to prefer me.' 

"Mr. Henry laid down his cards. He rose to fais 
feet very softly, and seemed all the while like a per- 
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" *It was the most deliberate act of my life,' says 
Mr. Henry. 

" 'I must have blood, I must have blood for this,' 
says the Master. 

" 'Please God it shall be yours,' said Mr. Henry; 
and he went to the wall and took down a pair of 
swords that hung there with others, naked, These 
he presented to the Master by the points. 'Mackel- 
lar shall see us play fair.' said Mr. Henry. '1 think 
it vwy needful.' 

" 'You need insult me no more,' said the Master, 
taking one of the swords at random. 'I have hated 
you all my life.' 

" 'My father is but newly gone to bed,' said Mr. 
Henry. 'Wc must go somewhere forth of the 
hoose.' 

*' There is an excellent place in the long shrub- 
bery,' said the Master. 

" 'Gentlemen,' said I, 'shame upon you both ! Sons 
of the same mother, would you turn against the life 
ahe gave you?' 

'"Even so. Mackeilar,' said Mr. Henry, with the 
came perfect quietude of manner he had shown 
throughout. 

" 'It is what 1 will prevent,' said 1. 

"And now here is a blot upon my life. At these 
words of mine the Master turned his blade against 
my bosom ; I saw the light run along the steel : and 
r 1 threw up my arms and fell to my knees before 
[ him on the floor. 'No, no,' I cried, like a baby. 

" 'We shall have no more trouble with him," said 
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the Master. 'It is a good thing to have a coward in 
the house.' 

" 'We must have light,' said Mr. Henry, as thou^ 
there had been no interruption. 

" 'This trembler can bring a pair of candles,' said 
tiie Master. 

"To my shame, be it said, I was still so blinded 
with the flashing of that bare sword that I volun- 
teered to bring a lantern. 

" 'We do not need a I-1-lantem,' says the Master, 
mocking me. 'There is no breath of air. Come, 
get to your feet, take a pair of lights, and go be- 
fore. I am close behind with this — ' making the 
blade glitter as he spoke. 

"I took up the candlesticks and went before them, 
steps that I would give my hand to recall; but a 
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"I did as he bid me, and presently the flames went 
up, as steady as in a chamber, in the midst of the 
frosted trees, and I beheld these two brothers take 
tJ>eir places. 

" 'The light is something in my eyes,' said the 
Master. 

'I will give you every advantage,' replied Mr. 
Henry, shifting his ground, 'for I think you are 
**>out to die." He spoke rather sadly tlian other- 
^vise, yet there was a ring in his voice. 

'Henry Durie,' said the Master, 'two words be- 
***'* I begin. You are a fencer, you can hold a 
'JI ; you little know what a change it mak«s to hold 
sivord ! And by that I know you are to fail. But 
*** how strong is my situation! If you fall, I shift 
***** of this country to where my money is before me. 
* I fall, where are you? My father, your wife — 
'«o is in love with me, as you very well know — 
r child even, who prefers me to yourself : — how 
^*Jl these avenge me! Had you thought of that, 
*^i" Henry?" He looked at his brother with a 
^^Hc; then made a fencing-room salute. 

"Never a word said Mr. Henry, but saluted too, 
^**i the swords rang together. 

"I am no judge of the play ; my head, besides, was 
^tic with cold and fear and horror; but it seems 
***at Mr. Henry took and kept the upper hand from 
"* engagement, crowding in upon his foe with a 
^'WUained and glowing fury. Nearer and nearer he 
^'tpt upon the man, till of a sudden the Master 
Scaped back with a little sobbing oath; and 1 be- 
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lieve the movement brought the light once more 
against his eyes. To it they went again, on the 
fresh ground; but now methought closer, Mr. Henry 
pressing more outrageously, the Master beyond 
doubt with shaken confidence. For it is beyond 
doubt he now recognised himself for lost, and had 
some taste of the cold agony of fear; or he had 
never attempted the foul stroke. I cannot say I 
followed it, my untrained eye was never quick 
enough to seize details, but it appears he caught his 
brother's blade with his left hand, a practise not 
permitted. Certainly Mr. Henry only saved himself 
by leaping on one side; as certainly the Master, 
lunging in the air, stumbled on his knee, and before 
he could move the sword was through his body. 
"I cried out with a stifled scream, and ran in; 
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" 'What must we do?' said L *Be yourself, sir. 
It is too late now : you must be yourself/ 

''He turned and stared at me. 'Oh, Mackellarr 
says he, and put his face in his hands. 

"I plucked him by the coat. 'For God's sake, for 
all our sakes, be more courageous !' said I. 'What 
must we do?* 

"He showed me his face with the same stupid 
stare. 'Do?* says he. And with that his eye fell on 
the body, and 'Oh I' he cries out, with his hand to 
his brow, as if he had never remembered ; and, turn- 
ing from me, made off towards the house of Durris- 
deer at a strange stumbling run. 

"I stood a moment mused ; then it seemed to me 
my duty lay most plain on the side of the living; 
and I ran after him, leaving the candles on the 
frosty ground and the body lying in their light under 
the trees. But run as I pleased, he had the start of 
me, and was got into the house, and up to the hall, 
where I fotmd him standing before the fire with his 
face once more in his hands, and as he so stood 
he visibly shuddered. 

" 'Mr. Henry, Mr. Henry,' I said, 'this will be 
the ruin of us all.' 

" 'What is this that I have done ?' cries he, and 
then looking upon me with a cotmtenance that I 
shall never forget, 'Who is to tell the old man ?' he 
said. 

"The word knocked at my heart; but it was no 
time for weakness. I went and poured him out a 
glass of brandy. 'Drink that,' said I, 'drink it 
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down.' I forced him to swallow it like a child ; and. 
being still perished with the cold of the night, I fol- 
lowed his example. 

" 'It has to be told, Mackellar,' said he. 'It must 
be told.' And he fell suddenly in a seat — my old 
lord's seat by the chimney-side — and was shaken 
with dry sobs. 

"Dismay came upon my soul ; it was plain there 
was no help in Mr. Henry. 'Well,' said I, 'sit there, 
and leave all to me.' And taking a candle in my 
hand, I set forth out of the room in the dark house. 
There was no movement; I must suppose that all 
had gone unobserved ; and I was now to consider 
how to smuggle through the rest with the like se- 
crecy. It was no hour for scruples ; and I opened 
my lady's door without so mucli as a knock, and 
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Kt me with a sort of smile, very painful to see, but 
vei-y brave too. 

" 'It has come to a duel,' said I. 

*' 'A duel ?' she repeated. *A duel I Henry 



" 'And the Master,' said I. "niing:s have been 
^'ome so long, things of which you know nothing, 
^'hich you would not believe if I should tell. But 
t'>-mght it went too far. and when he insulted 



" 'Slop,' said she. 'He? Who?" 

*OhI madam,' cried I. my bitterness breaking 
**^rtj], 'do you ask me such a question? Indeed, 
"*^n, I may go elsewhere for help; there is none 

'I do not know in what I have offended you,' 
****! she. "Forgive me ; put me out of this suspense.' 
"But I dared not tell her yet; I felt not sure of 
"**■; and at the doubt, and under the sense of im- 
potence it brought with it, I turned on the poor 
^oman with something near to anger. 

" 'Madam,' said I, 'ue are speaking of two men : 

■«» of them insulted you, and you ask me which. 

I htU help you to the answer. With one of these 

^^ Ben you ha,ve spent all your hours : ha-s the other 

^^k teproacfaed you? To one you have been always 

^^Hlind; to the other, as God sees me and judges be- 

^^ t»een us two, I think not always: has his love ever 

failed you? To-night one of these two men told 

the other, in my hearing— the hearing of a hire4 
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stranger, — that you were in love with him, Befort 
I say one word, you shall answer your own (jueS"' 
lion : Which was it ? Nay. madam, you shall an- 
swer me another: If it has come to this dreadful 
end, whose fault is it?' 

"She stared at me like one dazzled. 'Good God I" 
she said once, in a kind of bursting exclamation; 
and then a second time in a whisper to herself: 
'Great God I — In the name of mercy, Mackeltar,, 
what is wrong I" she cried. 'I am made up; I cailj 
hear all,' 

" 'You are not fit to hear,' said I. 'Whatever it^ 
was, you shall say first it was your fault.' 

" 'Ohr she cried, with a gesture of wringing her 
hands, 'this man will drive me mad! Can you not' 
put tne out of your thoughts ?' 
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"I do not know if it was the thought of her child 
or the naked word shame, tliat gave her deliverance ; 
ai least, I had no sooner spoken than a sound passed 
bcr lips, the like of it I never heard ; it was as though 
she had lain buried under a hill and sought to move 
that burthen. And the next moment she had found 
tsort of voice. 

" 'It was a fight,' she whispered. 'It was not — ?' 
md she paused upon the word. 

" 'It was a fair fight on ray dear master's part,' 
*>id I. 'As for the other, he was slain in the very 
*ct of a foul stroke.' 
*' "Not now r she cried. 

** 'Madam,' said I, 'hatred of that man glows in 

' bosom like a burning fire; ay, even now he is 

■d. God knows, I would have stopped the fight- 

. had I dared. Il is my shame I did not. But 

I I saw him fall, if I could have spared one 

Ught from pitying of my master, it had been to 

f ttult in that deliverance.' 

"1 do not know if she marked; but her next words 
'tre, 'My lord ?' 
" That shall be my part,' said I. 
** "You will not speak to him as you have to me?' 
■)« asked. 
^^ ** 'Madam.' said I, 'have you not some one else 
^Kp think of? Leave my lord to me.' 
^B ** 'Some one else?' she repealed. 
^V " 'Your husband.' said I. She looked at me with 
^B* countenance illegible. 'Are you going to turn 
yt>ttr back on him ?* I asked. 
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"Still she looked at me; then her hand wenl 
her heart again. 'No,' said she, 

" 'God bless you for that word !' I said, 
him now, where he sits in the hall ; speak to hii 
matters not what you say ; give him your hand ; 
'I know all'; — if God gives you grace enough, saj 
'Forgive me.' 

" 'God strengthen you, and make you mercifi 
said she. 'I will go to my husband.' 

" 'Let me Hght you there,' said I, taking up 
candle. 

" '1 will find my way in the dark.' she said, wii 
shudder, and I think the shudder was at me. 

"So we separated — she downstairs to where 
little light ghnimered in the hall-door, I along 
passage to my lord's room. It seems hard to 
why, but I could not burst in on the old man i 
could on the young woman; with whatever reluct- 
ance. I must knock. But his old slumbers were light. 
or perhaps he slept not ; and at the 6rsi sumntons I 
was bidden enter. 

"He, too, sat up in bed; very aged and Wi 
he looked; and whereas he had a certain lar| 
of appearance when dressed for daylight, he noi 
seemed frail and little, and his face (the wig beinj 
laid aside) not bigger than a child's. This daunted 
me; nor less, the haggard surmise of misfortune in 
his eye. Yet his voice was even peaceful as he in- 
quired my errand. I set my candle down upon 
chair, leaned on the bed- foot, and looked at him. 

" 'Lord Durrisdeer.' said I. 'it is ver>- well kni 
to you that I am a partisan in your family. 
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"'I hope we are none of us partisans.' said he. 
'That you love my son sincerely, I have always been 
glad to recognise.' 

"'Oh I my lord, we are past the hour of these 
L civUities,' I replied. 'If we are to save anything 
I out of the fire, we must look the fact in its bare 
countenance. A partisan I am; partisans we have 
all been; it is as a partisan that I am here in the 
middle of the night to plead before you. Hear me; 
before I go, I will tell you why." 

" 'I would always hear you, Mr. Mackellar.' said 
he. 'and that at any hour, whether of the day or 
night, for I would be always sure you had a reason. 
You spoke once before to very proper purpose; I 
have not forgotten that.' 

" 'I am here to plead the cause of my master," I 
said. 'I need not tell you how he acts. You know 
how he is placed. You know with what generosity 
he has always met your other — met your wishes.' I 
corrected myself, stumbling at that name of son. 
'You know — you must know — what he has suffered 
— Mfhat he has suffered about his wife.' 

"'Mr. Mackellar!' cried my lord, rising in bed 
hTte a bearded lion. 

" 'You said you would hear me," I continued. 
"What you do not know, what you should know, 
one of the things I am here to speak of, is the perse- 
cution he must bear in private. Your back is not 
turned before one whom I dare not name to you 
falls upon him with the most unfeeling taunts; twits 
—pardon me, my lord — twits him with your 
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partiality, calls him Jacob, calls him down, pursues 
him with ungenerous raillery, not to be bome by 
man. And let but one of you appear, instantly he 
changes; and my master must smile and courtesy 
to the man who has been feeding him with insults ; 
I know, for I have shared in some of it, and I tell 
you the life is insupportable. All these months it 
has endured; it began with the man's landing; it 
was by the name of Jacob that my master was 
greeted the first night.' 

"My lord made a movement as if to throw aside 
the clothes and rise. 'If there be any truth in this — ' 
said he. 

" 'Do I look like a man lying?' I interrupted, 
checking him with my hand. 

" 'You should have told me at first,' he said. 
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you do me some injustice. Henry has been ever 
dear to me, very dear. James (I do not deny it, Mr. 
Mackellar), James is perhaps dearer; you have not 
seen my James in quite a favourable light; he has 
suffered under his misfortunes ; and we can only re- 
member how great and how unmerited these were. 
And even now his is the more affectionate nature. 
But I will not speak of him. All that you say of 
Henry is most true ; I do not wonder, I know him 
to be very magnanimous ; you will say I trade upon 
the knowledge ? It is possible ; there are dangerous 
virtues: virtues that tempt the encroacher. Mr. 
Mackellar, I will make it up to him ; I will take order 
with all this. I have been weak ; and, what is worse, 
I have been dull.' 

" 'I must not hear you blame yourself, my lord, 
with that which I have yet to tell upon my con- 
science,' I replied. 'You have not been weak; you 
have been abused by a devilish dissembler. You 
saw yourself how he had deceived you in the matter 
of his danger; he has deceived you throughout in 
every step of his career. I wish to pluck him from 
your heart; I wish to force your eyes upon your 
other son ; ah, you have a son there !' 

" 'No, no,* said he, 'two sons — I have two sons.' 

"I made some gesture of despair that struck him ; 
he looked at me with a changed face. 'There is 
much worse behind?' he asked, his voice dying as 
it rose upon the question. 

" 'Much worse,' I answered. 'This night he said 
these words to Mr. Henry : "I have never known a 
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woman who did not prefer me to you, and I thiw 
who did not conlinue to prefer me." ' 

" "I will hear nothing against my daughter,' ^ 
cried ; and from his readiness to stop me in this d^' 
rection. I conclude his eyes were not so dull aS *" 
had fancied, and he had looked not without anxic*^' 
upon the siege of Mrs. Henry, 

" 'I think not of blaming her,' cried I. 'It is O-^^ 
that. These words were said in my hearing to "h/^ * 
Henry; and if you find them not yet plain enoug"*^ 
these others hut a httle after : "Your wife who is *-' 
love with me." ' 

" 'They have quarrelled?" he said. 

"I nodded. 

" 'I must fly to them,' he said, beginning 
again to leave his bed. 

'"No. no!' I cried, holding forth my hands. 

" 'You do not know,' said he. 'These are dan] 
ous words.' 

" 'Will nothing make you understand, my lord?* 
said I. 

"His eyes besought me for the truth. 

"I flung myself on my knees by the bedside. 'Oh, 
my lord,' cried I, 'think on him you have left; think 
of this poor sinner whom you begot, whom your 
wife bore to you, whom we have none of us strength- 
ened as we could; think of him, not of yourself; he 
is the other sufferer — think of him! That is llie 
door for sorrow — Christ's door, God's door : oh ! it 
stands open. Think of him, even as he thought of 
you. "Who is lo tell Ihc old manf" — these were his 
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irds. It was for that I came; that is why I am 
here pleading at your feet.' 

" 'Let me get up,' he cried, thrusting me aside, 
and was on his feet before myself- His voice shook 
Jike a sail in the wind, yet he spoke with a good 
loudness; his face was hke the snow, but his eyes 
were steady and dry. 'Here is too much speech,' 
said he. 'Where was it?' 

" 'In the shrubbery,' said I. 

"'And Mr. Henry?' he asked. And when I had 
told him he knotted his old face in thought. 

" 'And Mr. James?' says he : 

have left him lying,' said I, 'beside tlie can- 
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' 'Candles?' he cried. And with that he ran to 
the window, opened it, and looked abroad. 'It 
might be spied from the road.' 

" 'Where none goes by at such an hour,' I ob- 
jected. 

" 'It makes no matter,' he said. 'One might. 
Hark !' cries he. 'What is that ?' 

"It was the sound of men very guardedly rowing 
in the bay ; and I told him so. 

" 'The freetraders,' said my lord, 'Run at once. 
Mackellar; put these candles out. I will dress in 
the meanwhile; and when you return we can debate 
on what is wisest.' 

"I groped my way downstairs, and out at the 
door. From quite a far way off a sheen was visible, 
making points of brightness in the shrubbery; in so 
night it might have been remarked for miles; 
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and I blamed myself bitterly for my incaution. How 
much more sharply when I reached the place ! One 
of the candlesticks was overthrown, and that taper 
quenched. The other burned steadily by itself, and 
made a broad space of light upon the frosted ground. 
All within that circle seemed, by the force of con- 
trast and the overhanging blackness, brighter than 
by day. And there was the bloodstain in the midst ; 
and a little farther off Mr. Henry's sword, the pom- 
mel of which was of silver; but of the body, not a 
trace. My heart thumped upon my ribs, the hair 
stirred upon my scalp, as I stood there staring — so 
strange was the sight, so dire the fears it wakened. 
I looked right and left; the ground was so hard, 
it told no story. I_^ stood and listened till my ears 
ached, but the night was hollow about me like an 
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'Gone?' said she. 'You cannot have looked, 
back.' 

** 'There is no light now,' said I. 'I dare not.' 
*^'I can see in the dark. I have been standing 
"^X"< so long — so long,' said she. 'Come, give me 
hand.' 
' *We returned to the shrubbery hand in hand, and 
the fatal place. 
'Take care of the blood,' said I. 
'Blood ?' she cried, and started violently back. 
1 suppose it will be,' said I. 'I am Hke a blind 
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No,* said she, 'nothing! Have you not 



' 'Ah, would to God we had !' cried I. 

*'She spied the sword, picked it up, and seeing the 

^■^^^^od, let it fall again with her hands thrown wide. 

-^^li !* she cried. And then, with an instant courage, 

'^^Uidled it the second time, and [sought fo] thrust it 

^^ the hilt into the frozen ground. 'I will take it back 

^^d clean it properly,* says she, and again looked 

^bout her on all sides. 'It cannot be that he was 

^d ?' she added. 

" 'There was no flutter of his heart,' said I, and 
then remembering: 'Why are you not with your 
husband V 

'It is no use,' said she ; 'he will not speak to me.' 
'Not speak to you?' I repeated. 'Oh! you have 
not tried.' 

'You have a right to doubt me,' she replied, 
with a gentle dignity. 
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"At this, fbr the first time, I was seized with sor- 
row for her. 'God knows, madam,' I cried, 'God 
knows I am not so hard as I appear ; on this dreadful 
night who can veneer his words? But I am a 
friend to all who are not Henry Durie's enemies.' 

" 'It is hard, then, you should hesitate about his 
wife,' said she. 

"I saw all at once, like the rending of a veil, how 
nobly she had borne this unnatural calamity, and 
how generously my reproaches. 

" 'We must go back and tell this to my lord,' 
said I, 

" 'Him I cannot face,' she cried. 

" 'You will find him the least moved of all of us,' 
said I, 

'And yet I cannot face him,' said she. 
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■»i-xst be pven out that he departed — as he came — 
^■"itlioul any note of preparation. We miist save atl 

■"I saw he had fallen, like the rest of us, to think 
-"*"*^iiily of the house. Now th,it all the hving mem- 
t*^rs of the family were plunged in irremediable 
[~Tow. it was strange how we turned to that con- 
i*>«Tit abstraction of the family itself, and sought to 
>lster up the airy nothing of its reputation: not 
1***'^ Duries only, but the hired steward himself, 
' 'Are we to tell Mr. Henrj-?' I asked him. 
'" 'i will see,' said he. 'I am going first to visit 
^•»"*i: then I go forth with you to view the shrubbery 
*-*^<i consider.' 

■""We went downstairs into the hall, Mr. Henry 

^^*-* by the table with his head upon his hand, like a 

'*"*^»i of stone. His wife stood a little back from 

•■"■t. her hand at her mouth; it was plain she could 

***: move him. My old lord walked very steadily 

^^^^ xthcre his son was sitting; he had a steady coun- 

^^^^^"x^nce, too. but methought a little cold. \V'hen he 

^^^^^■s come quite up, he held out both his hands ajid 

^^■i<d, 'My son!" 

""With a broken, strangled cry, Mr. Henry leaped 
I* and fell on his father's neck, crying and weeping. 
^^^ most pitiful sight that ever a man witnessed. 
.^^li 1 father.' he cried, 'you know I loved him ; you 
***ow I loved him in the beginning; I could have 
"**d for him — you know that! I would have given 
"^ life for him and you. Oh! say you know that, 
^J%i! say you can forgive me. O father, father. 
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wliat ha\e I done — what have I done? And we 
used to be bairns together!' and wept and sobbed, 
and fondled the old man, and clutched him about 
the neck, with the passion of a child in terror, 

"And then he caught sight of his wife (you would 
have thought for the first time), where she stood 
weeping to hear him, and in a moment had fallen 
at her knees. 'And O my lass,' he cried, 'you must 
forgive me, too! Not your husband — I have only 
been the ruin of your life. But you knew me when 
I was a hid ; there was no harm in Henry Durie 
then ; he meant aye to be a friend to you. It's him 
— it's tlie old bairn that played with you — oh, can 
ye never, never forgive him?' 

"Throughout all this my lord was like a cold, 
kind sjjccialor with his wits about him. At the first 







ROMANCE, MELODRAMA, FARCE 231 



with stoicism; and passing farther on to- 
ward the landing-place, came at last upon some evi- 
cfences of the truth. For. first of all, where there 
"was a pool across the path, the ice had been trodden 
in, plainly ty more than one man's weight; next, 
and but a little farther, a young tree was broken, 
and down by the landing-place, where the traders' 
boats were usually beached, another stain of blood 
^jparked where the body must have been infallibly 
^^■t down to rest the bearers. 

^|p**This stain we set ourselves to wash away with 
^^Die sea water, carrying it in my lord's hat ; and as 
■we were thus engaged there came up a sudden moan- 
ing gust and left us instantly benighted. 

*' 'It will come to snow,' says my lord; 'and the 
best thing that we could hope. Let us go back now ; 
we can do nothing in the dark.' 

"As we went houseward, the wind being again 

subsided, we were aware of a strong pattering noise 

m about us in the night ; and when we issued from the 

Jter of the trees, we found it raining smartly. 

"Throughout the whole of this, my lord's clear- 

s of mind, no less than his activity of body, had 

t ceased to minister to my amazement. He set 

i crown upon it in the council we held on our 

The freetraders had certainly secured the 

ister, though whether dead or alive we were still 

k to our conjectures; tlie rain would, long before 

day, wipe out all marks of the transaction; by this 

we must profit. The Master had unexpectedly come 

: the fall of night; it must now be given out 
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he had as suddenly departed before the break o€ 
day; and, to make all this plausible, ii now only 
remained for me to mount into the man's chamber, 
and pack and conceal his baggage. True, wc s 
lay at the discretion of the traders; but that was t 
incurable weakness of our guilt. 

"I heard him, as I said, with wonder, and hastened 
to obey. Mr. and Mrs. Henry were gone from ihi 
hall; my lord, for warmth's sake, hurried to bit 
bed; there was still no sign of stir among the ser» 
ants, and as I went up the tower stair, and enterw 
the dead man's room, a horror of solitude wcigh« 
upon my mind. To my extreme surprise, it was al 
in the disorder of departure. Of his three port 
manteaux, two were already locked; tlie third laj 
open and near full. At once there flashed upon t 
some suspicion of the truth. The man had 1 
going, after all; he had but waited upon Crail, 
Crail waited upon the wind; early in the night I 
seamen had perceived the weather changing; (h( 
boat had come to give notice of the change and cal 
the passenger aboard, and the boat's crew had stum 
bled on him lying in his blood. Nay. and there wai 
more behind. This prearranged departure 
some light upon his inconceivable insult of the nighl 
before; it was a parting shot, hatred being no tongetf 
checked by policy. And, for another thing, the t 
ture of that insult, and the conduct of Mrs. Henry, 
pointed to one conclusion, which I have never ven 
fied, and can now never verify imlil Ilie great at' 
size — the conclusion that he had at last forgolto 
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imseU, had gone roo far in his advances, and had 
en rebuffed. It can never be verified, as I say; 
-*t as 1 thought of it that morning among his bag- 
fi5aSe, the thought was sweet to me like honey. 

"Into the open portmanteau 1 dipped a little ere 

' closed it. The most beautiful lace and linen, many 

^*»»ts of those fine plain clothes in which he loved 

*o appear; a book or two, and those of the best, 

csar's Commentaries, a volume of Mr. Hobbes, 

Henriade of M. de Voltaire, a book upon the 

*<lies. one on the mathematics, far beyond where 

*mave studied', these were what I obser\'ed with 

y mingled feelings. But in the open portmanteau, 

I..-. papers of any description. This set me musing. 

* "Was possible the man was dead; but, since the 

■■^-^Jers had carried him away, not bkely. It was 

^**^^ssible he might still die of his wound; but it vuas 

*■■*<) possible he might not. And in this latter case 

"Was determined to have the means of some de- 

ta "One after another I carried his portmanteaux (o 
^ * Wt in the lop of the house which we kept locked ; 
"^wi lo my own room for my keys, and. returning 
*o the loft, had the gratification to find two that 
Jittcd pretty well. In one of the portmanteaux there 
ms a shagreen letter-case, which I cut open with my 
knife; and thenceforth (so far as any credit went) 
the man was at my mercy. Here was a vast deal 
ai gallant correspondence, cliiefly of his Paris days; 
and, what was more to the purpose, here were the 
copies of his own reports to the English Secretary, 
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and tlic originals of the Secretary's answers: a r 
dainiiing series: such as to publish would be to=) 
wreck tlie Master's honour and to set a price tqwii"!^ 
his life. I chuckled to myself as I ran throughr^fh 
the documents; I rubbed my hands, I sang aloui^^jd 
in iny glee. Day found me at the pleasing task ^»-t; 
nor did I then remit my diligence, except in so fir mih 
as I went to the window — looked out for a moment^'.ant 
to see tlie frost quite gone, the world turned blacC^sd 
again, and the rain and the wind driving in th>.«rAt 
bay — and to assure myself that the lu^er was gon^'^'W 
from its anchorage, and the Master (whether dea-.TH' 
or alive) now tumbling on the Irish Sea. 

"It is proper I should add in this place the vei m. =r 

little I have subsequently angled out upon the doin^^.'iS 

llial night. It took me a long while to gather i9 
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held some debate, but they were momently looking 
for a wind, ihey were highly paid to smuggle him 
to France, and did not care to delay. Besides which, 
be was well enough liked by these abominable 
wretches : they supposed him under capital sentence, 
knew not in what mischief he might have got his 
wound, and judged it a piece of good nature to 
remove him out of the way of danger. So he was 
taken aboard, recovered on ilie passage over, and 
was set ashore a convalescent at the Havre de Grace. 
\NTjat is truly notable : he said not a wurd to any • 
one of the duel, and not a trader knows to this day 
fi what quarrel, or by the hand of what adversary, 
he fell. With any other man I should have set this 
down to natural decency; with him. to pride. He 
Id not bear to avow, perhaps even to himself. 
It he had been vanquished by one whom he had 
M much insulted and whom he so cruelly despised." 
— The Master of Ballanlrae. 



■ caqae 
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This I believe to be the finest passage in Stcven- 
vxt, but beyond this and certain scenes of pictur- 
LCai|ae force, we look vainly for any comprehensive 
ught. such as Victor Hugo, or Dumas, or several 
if our present romancers display in the management 
of their plot — "a large design, shadowing the com- 
pkxity of that game of consequences to which we all 

tit down, the hanger-back not least." Interrelating 

Kdbictdcnt and character throughout a long story was 
^n foculty of thought very frequently denied to Ste- 
^^■naoo. He sought to make up for its lack by vivid- 
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iiess of llie moment, and did not realize that t>( '- 
long succession of moments in a novel, none c 
have its proper vividness if the succession potJ 
not toward a fuller clarity. 

It is possible that in The Master a great novel iw^" ^^ 
spoiled for the sake of dreaming out a famas*^ "^ 
tale of "many lands." In Hermistott it looks as i^E^ 
powerful drama, or at least a powerful melodrair""^ ' 
might have been worked out had Stevenson li\-(^=^ 
Many critics see in the book signs of greater geni ^ 
than elsewhere in Stevenson, and of tJie ambitioi^^^" 
ness of the matter there is no question. T0 
crisis of the story was to be the trial of his ( 
son Archie for murder by Weir of Hermiston, I 
famous "hanging judge" — a nightmare situation oW 
viously. but one to which Stevenson's power? ( 
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the novel, where the "hanging judge" is having his 
portrait drawn for us, especially that scene, in 
typical sinister humor, in which the judge's servant, 
Kirstie, goes out along the road to meet him with 
the news that his wife has just died. But aside 
from a few masterly fragments like this, the char- 
acter of the judge, who is to play such a terrible 
part in the issue of the story, is rather thinly made 
out. He fades rather than looms in the background, 
and, by the sixtieth page, after which we hear no 
'more of him at all, he is already a mere stock 
figure — religion, drink, doumess — ^typical perhaps, 
but also a parody. 

Shortly begins Archie's flirtation with young 
Kirstie wljich is to cause all Archie's trouble. Sev- 
eral of the boy and girl scenes here show the in- 
fluence of Meredith, and, indeed, the book might 
have been a sort of Calvinistic, dourly melodra- 
matic Fever el. Stevenson never learned the art of 
interweaving skilfully, as Meredith did, the various 
threads of his story. Some sixty pages are given 
up to the flirtation with young Kirstie into which 
no further development of the first motive, of 
father and son, enters. Now at page one hundred 
twenty-seven, Innes arrives, and much time must 
be devoted to the character of Archie's friend 
who is to bring the plot back to the judge. For 
Innes is obviously the yotmg seducer; Kirtsie will 
be his victim; Archie will kill him; the judge 
will try Archie. Archie's relations with Innes are 
made interesting by a clever bit of psychology. 
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Archie is enough like his father that his treat- 
ment of Innes resembles his father's treatment 
of himself. The fragment ends with a neces- 
sary, but utterly mechanical, alienation scene be- 
tween Archie and young Kirstie. The tale as we 
have it is only a fragment; therefore one is de- 
barred from passing any conclusive judgment cm 
the management of the plot, and the seeming fault 
of totally neglecting the chief character. Weir of 
Jlermiston himself, after the first sixty pages, 
might, perhaps, have later been trammeled up. 

Of Stevenson's romances, Weir of Hermiston, 
like St. Ives, was not finished, and The Master of 
BaUantrae comes by its particular end only because 
the author happened to be living at Saranac when 
he began' to write it and had made up his mind 




ROMANCE, MELODRAMA, FARCE 239 

boy starting on his first joumey, to whom expecta- 
tion is the keenest part of the pleasure, and who 
does not wish many instructions about how he 
shall proceed for fear of spoiling the fun of finding 
the way by himself- Obviously in regard to The 
Mastrr, Hrrmtston. The Wrecker, and Prince Otto, 
there was no detailed plan in Stevenson's mind even 
when he was half-way through the story. Incidents 
pDe op in the wrong places and block progress, cer- 
tain threads are quite forgotten or picked up again 
only at random. In Prince Oito, the peasant and 
Ottilia are let lie. though excellent figures to rc- 
tom to. and the Prince might perfectly well have 
gone hack to them for some sort of finale when he 
left the court. Captain Trent, in The Wrecker, a 
central figure in the main plot, is utterly neglected 
f'lr two hundred pages at the end. This is the fllm- 
Jness and not the fitness of romance. 

This general wandering geography of so many of 
Steixnson's plots is a direct reflection of his own 
existence. He himself doubtless found it as inter- 
esting to wander in fiction as in the geography of 
life, and lo find himself, driven hither and thither 
by no inevitable agencies, winding up his tale where 
he, the author, happened at the moment to be. And 
I am, of course, aware that such whimsicality is the 
trait supposed to appeal most to any reader of a 
trtie romaniical and roving fancy; but whirasicalitjr 
was intended in but one of these books. In all but 
The Wrecker Stevenson was trying to write well- 
connrtKted romance, untinged by farce, and the 



240 STEVENSON 

farce creeps in in spite of him. or perhaps, rath.-* 
because it was an inevitable part of his own naiu i 

In a medley like The IVrecker the element 
farce is intentionally predominant. Romance i 
cupies the two hundred pages in the middle of t^l 
book; the other three hundred and fifty being" ^ 

series of elaborate burlesques on the detective sto« 13' 
on methods of American advertising, on Engli -^^ 
family pride, on the man of the world, or on a.=:^^^^y 
matter that happened to float into the writer's ima^^^?' 
nation. In The Wrecker the gleeful iirespon. -s^^'' 
bilily of Stevensonian humor outstrips any pos--^^'' 
b!e attempt at serious criticism. It is all very cht^-^^^P 
nonsense or all very good fun, as you happen 
feel at the moment. If the story had a roman"^*-^ 
purpose in its inception — ^the first ten pages ha " *f^ 
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In the Epilogue to Will Lowe, the authors make 
a defense of the structure of this "modem" yarn, 
"full of details of our barbaric manners and un- 
stable morals ;~full of the need and the lust of 
money, so that there is scarce a page in which the 
dollars do not jingle; — full of the unrest and move- 
ment of our century, so that the reader is hurried 
from place to place and sea to sea, and the book is 
less a romance than a panorama; — in the end, as 
blood-bespattered as an epic." The authors hoped 
that this panoramic structure would produce a new 
illusion of reality; but it does not work out that way 
for most readers. "Hurried from place to place and 
sea to sea," the mind of the reader can no more 
receive an impression of reality than in the vagaries 
of a fantastic dream ; and as for the "tone of a novel 
of manners and experience," in which the authors 
assert their epic starts, who could be beguiled so 
far? The Wrecker is a commentary on Stevenson's 
other books. Its ground for success is the humorous 
emphasis of the very traits which elsewhere mar his 
serious efforts — the dislocations, the arbitrary ar- 
rangement of scenes, the lack of foresight. Here, 
they arc a part of the fun. They actually carry us 
along. 

Besides The Wrecker, there is Prince Otto, The 
Dynamiter, and The New Arabian Nights, of one 
imagination all compact — romance, satire, farce, al- 
most indistinguishably mingled. 

Prince Otto, a rather spiritless tour tie force con- 
Ifltaining two or three amusing puppets endowed with 
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a lingo, unquestionably has the germ of an idee in it. 
Stevenson intended to create a mock-govcrnmcnt, ^ 
a mirror for poHticians, and a guide to vanity (or 
all serious souls. In the principality of Griincwald,, 
Otto, a hesitating sociaUst, can alone see things 
proportion. He has had a glimpse of the world antft^ 
has heard the laughter of the people. The rest oC 
his ridiculous court are puppets on the wires of illU'^ 
sion. But, much like Hamlet, he Is full of the vani- 
ties himself. That is why he understands them soi 
well, and why he enjoys life like a play and ist 
incapable of grasping the wand that would destroy 
the spell. It has often been said that Stevenson hav 
described himself, or a mixture of himself and hia 
cousin Bob, in Otto, The character possibly has 
that curious interest for some readers; but OiUw 
does not fill the tale with reality as the character 
of Jim Hawkins and that of Alan Breck (ill their! 
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that he accomplished it essentially in his own per- 
sonality. Indeed most of the character sketches in 
Sir. Hammerion's volume of Slez-ensomana lead 
one to this view of the novelist's eccentric and vastly 
entertaining nature. His was a rare blend — 

"A brilliant and romantic grace, 
A spirit intense and rare, with trace on trace 
Of passion, impudence, and energy. 
Valiant in velvet, light in ragged luck, 
Most vain, most generous, sternly critical. 
Buffoon and poet, lover and sensualist : 
A deal of Ariel, just a streak of Puck, 
Much Antony, of Hamlet most of all. 
And something of tlie Shorter-Catechist." 

So his friend Henley has described him, and 
Somewhere, surely, he has himself put this mixture 
into fiction without forcing, without loss of humor. 
There arc three places where I think you will find it. 
They do not represent Stevenson at his literary best, 
but perhaps they do represent his personal humor 
most truly. The stories of Desprez in "The Treas- 
ure of Franchard," of Challoner and Sommerset in 
The Dynamiirr, and of Prince Florizel in The New 
Arabtan Nights are masterpieces of this composite 
character. They are Henley's old, intrepid, scornful 
Ste\-ensQn; they are Stevenson of Barhizon days 
with Hob, as his wife has described him. not belong- 
ing quite !o his own century, and differing in some 
indefinable way both in appearance and character 
from the majority of mankind; they are the talka- 
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tive boisterous Stevenson, full of the lightest £aJ»<7 
ami full of the most farcical fun. They are thir»,gs 
to be read with a gleaming eye and a grin, for th^J 
contain the essence of Stevenson's bravado, of a.<l- 
\-cmure for adventure's sake and folly for px«-*c 
foolisbness. 

As you read about The Suicide Qub, you can x*-^ 
suppress your nervous excitement, nor can you st*^ 
laughing hilariously. You are forced to adopt -t** 
Stevcnsonian manner and carry the thing off ligh't *■?■ 
This is not Henley's "artist in morals," the 'V^^'*' 
nearh- faultless monster," the "Seraph in Cho-^^'°' 
late."' but rather the "buffoon and poet." 

Yet if tliis is the Stevenson whom Henley "^^^ 
grettcd to have lost, and whom all the more intim-^^^^ 
of his critics seemed to have chiefly delighted '^ 
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My disheartening to come to this conclusion — 
Treasure Island and Kidnapped out of them all, to 
which some would add The Master, and to which 
we would all supply many favorite scenes from the 
other books. 

These novels of Stevenson, taken all together, 
present a curious array— Tcurious rather than im- 
pressive. The ten volumes on my shelves do not 
^^d for comparison with any ten volumes of Scott, 
^^b Victor Hugo, or Dumas, or Conrad, in so far 
^^B they stand for adventure in the land of fancy, 
^^n in so far as they attempt a picture of society. 
They do not seem to encompass the region marked 
for exploration as those other volumes encompass 
il—Rob Roy, Ninety-Three, The Black Tulip. Nos- 
tromo, and the rest. These are the products of ma- i 
ture imaginations, and though Stevenson's imagina-' 
tion surpasses each of them in some respects, it is 
nut as evenly extensive, it is not nearly so capable 
of filling out the expectations it arouses. Steven- 
son's imagination is suggestive, but not far-sighted. 
On the other hand, as one looks at this set of vol- 
umes, it brings memories of many marvelous shores 
and of mountain tops where Fancy has her abode, 
memories of supreme moments. 



CHAPTER Xr 

THE MORAL FABLES J 

I ' 

>TEVENSON has the peculiar distinction C^ 
* being a man of three books. At the mentio"' 



pf his name, it is not Treasure Island alone or Vif 
jinibus Puerisque alone, that comes instantly XO^ 
Tind; but Treasure Island, Virgimbus Puerisque^ 
bud Dr. Jekyll. This is a peculiar distinction, be--^ ' 
rause few authors are finally thought of with equal^ 






THE MORAL FABLES 247 

■king unity rather than by its entertaining versa- 
tilit}-. A similar statement might be made concern- 
ing George EHot or Thomas Hardy; and though 
Stevenson's mind has as well its marking unity. 
which I shall be at pains to point out, it is given to a 
more divergent variety of forms than is die case 
these other writers.' 
;Froni such considerations one should, however, 
are of drawing a rule, of supposing that typical 
unity is a characteristic of the greater writers and 
that versatility is a characteristic of the less great. 
Schiller, Goethe,and Victor Hugo occur to one in- 
stantly as examples of versatile greatness; while on 
the other hand of second rate monotony are the 
exampTes of Charles Reade, I_ever, and Marryat. 
But the whole matter, the rule and its exceptions, 
makes a comment to be emphasized. The fact that 
the first examples of versatile greatness which come 
to mind are apt to be Frenchmen or Germans rather 
than Englishmen, is worth noting. It leads us to 
reflect that Stevenson is one of the very few British 
authors of marked versatility who ranks well up 
in the scale — and it is perhaps to be recollected that 
he is a thorough Scot. Stevenson's essays place 
him beside Hazlill and Lamb. His two or three suc- 
cessful romances are the classics of boyhood. His 
moral fables are in a realm of imagination, where 
he is alone in English letters. In so excellent a 
variety of criticisms, popular philosophy, short 
stories, romances, fables, and poetry, you will not 
anybody in modem England to compare with 
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him. or hardly in Europe. Bot k is to socfa men as 
Ar.ai'jit Franice. Jules l-eiaailie. HaupCmann. aod 

Bjomsen that one turns for any sfmilar cxcrflcnce 
of vaheu- among cooxtsnpomy u rr l t ers . 

.-\ peculiar pUancjr of mood vhkfa, in bis vraka 
momenLs. 15 almost that of the ini per sou at or. ani 
Mhkh. m his stronger moaients, tbocoagUy cor- 
responds to his own virile com p l e xity, is the Ste- 
\tn^,niai\ trait — three men or more in ooe. Hii 
wnrki testify to it, and. as it appeared in daily inter- 
course, his friends neA"er tired of remarking on it. 
Once while reading Don Quixote. Stevenson jimiped 
to his feet and exclaimed that the book must hai"C 
t>een written especially for him. Many of as per-^ 
ceive ourselves in that extra^-aganza ; but I "do not^ 
know that many people have so good a right as^-" 
Slevenson to \je overcome with the exactness of 
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than there in the human mind, and imagine that 
wme other writer might have developed it had it 
occurred to him. That it was first suggested to 
Stevenson in a dream is cited as argument in this 
new of the case. On the contrary Dr. Jekyll is one 
of Stevenson's most characteristic and intimate pro- 
ductions; and his dreaming the plot shows that it 
was especially personal, for in one sense, surely, a 
dream is the very essence of spontaneity. Besides 
this, there can be no doubt that Stevenson was in- 
tensely interested in what he calls the different men 
in us. He had already written "Markheim," a fable 
about the better self, Such subjects were matters 
of frequent conversation with him; and the sug- 
gestion of this particular dream of the Jekyll-Hydc 
transformation was all he needed to start him on 
a fresh illustration of the general thesis. 

I the "Oiapter on Dreams," while whimsically 
plaining his theory, already referred to, of the 
which the subconsciousness plays in artistic 
ction, he illustrates that theory by specific 
e to Dr. Jekyll. He says he had long been 
ing to write a story on this subject of dual per- 
sonality, and. after going alxjut racking his brains 
for a plot, dreamed one night the scene of Jekyll 
at the window, and also a scene in which Hyde look 
the powder and underwent transformation in the 
presence of those pursuing him. AH the rest of the 
tale he invented while awake, "although I think I 
can trace in much of it the manner of my Brownies," 

^ui the meaning of the talc is his, and "the ceo- 




250 



STEVENSON 



tral idea of a voluntary change becoming involia 
tary." But "the business of the powders, whid 
so many have censured, is, I am relieved to say, na| 
mine at all but the Brownies'." 

On the morning after Stevenson had this dn 
he started afresh on the tale and finished the firs 
draft of thirty thousand words in three days. But 
in this, it appeared to his wife that he had not nude 
the allegory clear, and he therefore rewrote it com- 
pletely from a different point of view — a point ofiT 
view that enabled him to see the mystery as a mon 
and to make the moral the explanation of the my»j 
terj'. This is the obvious secret and the hid 
significance of the tale. 

A great mystery story must mean something t 
sides an exhibition of detective skill in exposing tl 
mystery. It must mean something more than 1 
opposition of strange characters and strange fore 
Poe's tales, which are marvels of cleverness 
creating the atmosphere, the rhythms, of Strang) 
ness, seek few meanings beyond those of nen 
sensation; and a Poe tale with a moral would I 
an artistic contradiction. But the great mystei 
plot must have, besides an atmosphere of ominou»- 
ness and besides details of action which peculiarly 
haunt the mind, an imaginative analysis to incn 
interest in the intellectual aspect of the plot and t 
guide the reader toward the mystery of its 1 
meaning. This mystery must reside actually in t 
plot and not be finally discovered to have e\'aporatcd 
in the "atmosphere." The meaning, the moral, a 
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'°c mystery must be one and the same; and yet 
*" Explanation of the mystery must in nowise dis- 
I* the atmosphere of mystery. 

^Tiat then is ihe mora! of Dr. Jekylif Let us 
^gin with the most obvious aspect of "the strange 
^*st" There are, says Stevenson, two men in us, 
* better and a worse, who find it convenience or 
Policy, if permitted, to play two roles. So long as 
ttje two men are kept distinct, each recognizing 
*^rly which is which, moral corruption is not in- 
M-itable. But in some natures a point is reached 
sooner than is suspected where the better man finds 
himself automatically turning into the worse and 
tiiis when he least of a!! desires it, when policy and 
convenience are directly against it. His nature, be- 
cause it is double, slips from his single control. 
The man who allows the two sides of his nature to 
Jop at will and who hopes to keep them apart, 
soon forced ironically to use his better side merely 
a shield for his worse side. That is, he becomes 
a hypocrite. 

Now this moral plot of Dr. Jekyll is not extrane- 
ous to the narrative. It is not a tag at the end. For 
example. long before you have at all guessed what 
the relation between Jekyll and Hyde may be, you 
led to believe by the circumstantial evidence that 
ytl is in Hyde's power, or that lie is at least 
persecuted by Hyde. This turns out to be exactly 
the truth in the moral plot, though in Ihe narrative 
plot it is true only in a new way that you never 
suspected. Next door to a ri^t guess, you are 
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still as far as ever from sensing the real state pf 
affairs, and you are also just in the position that 
Jekyll himself hoped to be. 

Again, the peculiar revulsion of feeling that char- 
acterizes every meeting between Hyde and an or- 
dinary man, the "haunting sense of unexpressed 
deformity," which the reader at first takes to be 
only a part of the atmosphere, is finally seen to 
have been part of the moral plot. Lanyon dies 
mysteriously- Why? Because the evil of this man 
Hyde is contagious. Lanyon dies of Hyde's Evil. 
The fact is a haunting detail of the narrative plot, 
and its peculiar significance is a more fearfully 
haunting suggestion in the moral plot. 

The two strains of the fable are so perfectly in- 
terwoven that at last there is a very peculiar and 
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doubtless Impressionable beings; but 1 can still recall 
the thrills that first stole up my back as Mr. Enfield, 
on the fourth page of the tale, pointed across the 
street with his cane, and, as I now read, the same 
thrills return. 



^ 



^ 



"'Did you ever remark that door?" he asked; 
and when his companion had replied in the affirma- 
tive. 'It is connected in my mind.' he added, 'with 

very odd story.' 

" "Indeed?" said Mr. Utterson, with a slight 
diange of voice, 'and what was that?" " 

That "slight cliange of voice" spreads mystery 
for miles around At just that point, before the 
reader knows anything at all, it is a stroke of 
gtnius. 

The most famous spot is probably the scene at 
the window, a window in a court of this same 
house. Mr. Enfield and Mr. Utterson are again 
on one of their rambles. 

"The court was very cool and a little damp, and 
fuU of premature twilight, although the sky. high 
op overhead, was still bright with sunset. The 
middle one of the three windows was half-way open ; 
and sitting close beside it, taking the air with an 
iniinite sadness of mien, like some disconsolate 
prisoner, Utterson saw Dr. Jekyll, 

"'Whatl Jekyll!' he cried: 'I trust you arc 
better.* 
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" 'I am very low, Utterson,' replied the doctor, 
drearily, 'very low. It will not last long, Ibank 
God.' 

" 'You stay too much indoors,' said the lawyer. 
'You should be out, whipping up the circulation 
like Mr. Enfield and me. (This is my cousin — Mr. 
Enfield — Dr. Jekyll.) Come now; get your hat and 
take a quick turn with us.' 

" 'You are very good,' sighed the other. 'I should 
like to very much; but no. no, no, it is quite im- 
possible ; I dare not. But indeed, Utterson, I aoi' 
very glad to see you ; this is really a great pleasure 
I would ask you and Mr. Enfield up, but the 
is really not fit.' 

" "Why, then,' said the lawyer, good-naturedly, 
'the best thing we can do is to stay down here and 
speak with you from where we are.' 

" 'That is just what I was about to venture to 
propose,' returned the doctor with a smile. But 
the words were hardly uttered, before the smile 
was struck out of his face and succeeded by an ex- 
pression of such abject terror and despair, as froze 
the very blood of the two gentlemen below. They 
saw it but for a glimpse, for the window was in- 
stantly thrust down; but that glimpse had been 
sufficient, and they turned and left the court with- 
out a word. In silence, too, they traversed the by- 
streets; and it was not until they had come into a 
neighbouring thoroughfare, where even upon a Sim- 
day there were still some stirrings of life, thai Mr. 
Utterson at last turned and looked at his companion. 
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*y were both pale ; and there was an answering 
' '^Tor in their eyes. 

' 'God forgive us, God forgive us,' said Mr. Ut- 

"But Mr, Enfield only nodded his head very seri- 
^*usly, and walked on once more in silence." — Dr. 



Surely, this is not the dime novel method of 
trumping up excitement. As one comes to this 
^-enc in the narrative, full of the most terrible suspi- 
cions, one feels an almost unbearable horror, be- 
; which the excitements of cheap literature are 
dy things to be bought with money over a 




III 

The publication of this story in 1886 changed 
^Stevenson's reputation from that of a writer of 
philosophic sketches and a graceful contributor to 
magazines to that of the inventor of an idea and a 
I of artistic force. The book established him 
tationally. It was soon translated into many 
an languages. It was dramatized. Sermons 
were preached about it. The title was on every- 
body's tongue, and has since passed into the lan- 
. ,£oage. And a coincidence, which I think marks the 
t of popular literary fame in modem time, was 
: the pilot who came out from New York to 
1 Stevenson's ship was known as H^de by his 
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crew, while his better tempered companion was 
known as Jekyll. 

Moreover, with so powerful a stimulus as this 
story, the reading public, anxious to discover more 
of the author, soon found that Stevenson had long 
been a romantic moralist in fiction and in the essay. 
A year before he had written a terrible sermon in 
the form of a murder tale called "Markheim." Two 
years before that he had set forth his whimsical 
philosophy of optimism and bravado in "The Treas- 
ure of Franchard," and previously still in "Provi- 
dence and the Guitar," "Will o' the Mill," "Lodg- 
ing for the Night," were also moral ideas in the 
story form. The public discovered, that is, that 
these tales were exemplifications of the ideas of his 
essays, and that Stevenson's work, instead of being 
casual magazine work, had in its great variety, A 
marking purpose. The author of "Ordered South," 
"Apology for Idlers," "Aes Triplex," "Lantern 
Bearers," "Child's Play," was giving out the same 
message as the author of Dr. Jekyll, "Markheim," 
"The Treasure of Franchard." 
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flavor. The situation, the murder that is, is put 
before us in one of those carefully vivid scenes 
that hang in the memory almost intact and cast their 
shadow across succeeding pages. Then while the 
imagination is thus affected, the real mystery, the 
real problem of the story, suddenly confronts us. 
And in this lies the surpassing art of Stevenson as 
a fabulist For he can confront us with the terrible 
moral question of Markheim still shrouded in all 
the mystery that clings to it in every human life. 
The question is that of moral evil and the soul. 
The murderer and his uncorrupted better self come 
face to face. But does such a better self really 
exist for Markheim, or is it only a bogle? Ste- 
venson's answer to the question is masterly. He 
shows Markheim that the worst sin is probably the 
one we commit in the hope of rescuing our better 
selves which we have all along been ruining. 

These two stories, "Markheim" and Dr, Jekyll, 
are striking symbols of the same sharp truth. 



IV 



Another tale of quite different purport, in which 
adventure and philosophy are yet blended with 
similar art, is "A Lodging for the Night." It is 
significant that it should be Stevenson's first story, 
and that it should have in addition to the temper 
of romance the fabulist's touch. Just what this 
docs for the romantic adventure can be thoroughly 
understood if one comes to the story from "The 
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Pavilion on the Links." which immediately pi 
cedes it in New Arabian Nights, "The PavUion cs 
the Links" has no traces of ethics. It is a 
adventure and rather loosely strung together. "A 
Lodging for the Night," on tlie other hand, is 4 
most incisive incident, the mark it leaves being a* 
much on ihc conscience as on the care-free imagina- 
tion. Like "Markheira," "Will o' the Mill," or 
"Providence and the Guitar," it is the expresaonof 
several sides of Stevenson's genius; and not. liln 
"The Pavilion" or "The Merrj- Men," an expression 
of one side alone. There is in it that weight of 
thought and that precision of phrase characteristic 
of his finest essays, and also a heightened at- 
mosphere of romantic excitement. In the abiHty W 
perfect these combined qualities lay Stevenson's 
genius, and this story offers an exceptional chance 
to study it. 

Stevenson had been investigating tlie life 
times of Francois Villon, "student, poet, and hoi 
breaker," and had two months before shaped b 
inclinations and impressions into an essay for Tl 
Comhiil. That essay is distinctly a docuroent i 
morals. The keenest relish of the humors of 
Ion's escapades, and of the significance for Frei 
literature of his flexible lyric verse, do not prev 
Stevenson from passing a judgment of coiisoci 
on this man who cast his jail-bird sentiments ii 
so deft a form. As in the essays on Burns and 
Pepys, he is intent on showing a man in his ti 
lights. He carefully does Villon no injustice. 
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Sarming indulgence, however, leads finally but Into 
the strong light of direct comprehension. I wish to 
quote enough of the essay to show not only how 
vivid is Stevenson's delineation of Villon's character, 
but also the skill with which the moralist wins our 
s)-mpathy for his victim. Sympathy alone is the 
basis of direct comprehension. This is one of Ste- 
venson's axioms as a critic. You will note after- 
ward that he employs a nearly similar skill and a 
like sympathy in constructing his romantic tale about 
the scapegrace. 

»The essay opens as follows : 
''Perhaps one of the most curious revolutions in 
literary history is the sudden bull's-eye light cast 
by M. Longnon on the obscure existence of Frani;ois 
Villon. His book is not remarkable merely as a 
chapter of biography exhumed after four centuries. 
To readers of the poet it will recall, with a flavor 
of satire, that diaracteristic passage in which he 
bequeaths his spectacles — with a humorous reserva- 
tion of the case — to the hospital for bhnd paupers 
known as the Fifteen-Score. Thus equipped, let 
the blind paupers go and separate the good from 
the bad in the cemetery of the Innocents! For his 
own part the poet can see no distinction. Much 
have the dead people made of their advantages. 
What does it matter now that they have lain in state 
beds and nourished portly bodies upon cakes and 
cream! Here they all lie, to be trodden in the mud; 
VjAnK large estate and the small, sounding virtue and 
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adroit or powerful vice, in very much the same coo- 
dttion ; and a bishop not to be distinguished front i 
lamplighter with even the strongest spectacles." 

"Such." says Stevenson, "was Villon's cynid 
philosophy." He shows how poor Villon, poor, 
dependent, well enough educated, yet lacking anj 
sense of obligation to his benefactors, was ear^ 
initiated into the ways of the crooks of the stu 
quarter in Paris. So the poet begins to lead t 
life of thievery that he celebrates in the ballads. 

"And yet it is not as a thief, but as a homicidi 
that he makes his first appearance before angrj 
justice. One June 5, 1455, when he was abou 
twenty-four, and had been Master of Arts for i 
matter of three years, we behold him for the fir* 
time quite definitely. Angry justice had, as it ^ 
photographed him in the act of his homicide; i 
M. Longnon, rummaging among old deeds, 
turned up the negative and printed it off for ( 
instruction. Villon had been supping — copioust] 
we may believe — and sat on a stone bench in fn; 
of the Church of St. Benoit, in company with ] 
priest called Gilles and a woman of the name ol 
Isabeau. It was nine o'clock, a mightly late 1 
for the period, and evidently a fine summer's night 
Master Francois carried a mantle, like a prudent 
man, to keep him from the dews (strain), and had 
a sword below it dangling from his girdle. So tl 
three dallied in front of St. Benoit, taking theid 
pleasure (pour soy esbatre). Suddenly there ; 
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rived upon the scene a priest, Philippe Chermoye 
or Semiaise, also with a sword and cloak, and ac- 
companied by one Master Jehan le Mardi. Ser- 
maise, according to Villon's account, which is all 
we have to go upon, came up blustering and deny- 
ing God ; as Villon rose to make room for him 
upon the bench, thrust him rudely back into his 
place; and finally drew his sword and cut open his 
lower iip, by what I should imagine was a very 
clumsy stroke. Up to this point, Villon professes 
to have been a model of courtesy, even of feeble- 
ness; and the brawl, in his version, reads like the 
fable of the wolf and the Iamb. But now the Iamb 
was roused; he drew his sword, stabbed Sermaise 
in the groin, knocked him on the head with a big 
stone and then, leaving him to his fate, went away 
to have his own lip doctored by a barber of the name 
of Fouquet. In one version, he says that Gilles, 
Isabeau, and Le Mardi ran away at the first high 
words, and that he and Sermaise had it out alone ; 
in another, Le Mardi is represented as returning 
and wresting Villon's sword from him : the reader 
may please himself. Sermaise was picked up, lay 
all that night in the prison of St. Benoit where he 
was examined by an official of the Chatelet and ex- 
pressly pardoned Villon, and died on the following 
Saturday in the Hotel Dieu. 

"This, as I have said, was in June. Not before 
January of the next year could Villon extract a 
pardon from the king; but while his hand was in. 
got two. One is for 'Francois des I-oges, alias 
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(aulremenf dit) de Villon"; and the other runs in 
the name of Francois de Montcorbier. Nay, it ap- 
pears there was a further complication; for in ibe 
narrative of the first of these documents, it is men- 
tioned that he passed himself off upon Fouqoct, the 
barber-surgeon, as one Michel Mouton. M- Long- 
non has a theory that this unhappy accident with 
Sermaise was the cause of Villon's subsequent ir- 
regularities; and that up to that moment he had 
been the pink of good behavior. Bui llie niatttfj 
has to my eyes a more dubious air, A pardon n 
sary for Des Loges and another for Montcorbiet 
and these two the same person ? and one or both a 
them known by tlie alias of Villon, however I 
estly come by? and lastly, in the heat of the roomcj 
a fourth name thrown out with an assured coi 
tenance? A ship is not to be trusted that sails undl 
so many colours. This is not the simple bearing d 
innocence. No — the young master was ain 
treading crooked paths; already, he would 
and blench at a hand upon his shoulder, with I 
look we know so well in the face of Hogarth's Id 
Apprentice; already, in the blue devils, he wo 
see Henry Cousin, the executor of high justk 
going in dolorous procession toward Montfain 
and hear the wind and the birds crying i 
Paris gibbet." 



This is a sample exploit; and here is anotti 
which began at a memorable supper at the Md 
Tavern, in front of the Church of St. Matfauri 
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e of Villon's crew, Tabary, had ordered the sup- 
Others joined them at the feast. 

'This supper party was to be his first introduc- 
tion to De Cayeux and Petit- Jehan, which was prob- 
ably a matter of some concern to the poor man's 
muddy wits; in the sequel, at least, he speaks of 
both with an imdJsguised respect, based on profes- 
sional inferiority in the matter of picklocks. Dom 
Nicolas, a Picardy monk, was the fifth and last at 
table. When supper had been despatched and fairly 
washed down, we may suppose, with white Bai- 
gneux or red Beaune, which were favorite wines 
among the fellowship, Tabary was solemnly sworn 
over to secrecy on the night's performances; and 
the party left the Mule and proceeded to an unoc- 
cupied house belonging to Robert de Saint-Simon. 
This, over a low wall, they entered without diffi- 
culty. All but Tabary took off their upper gar- 
ments; a ladder was found and applied to the high 
wall which separated Saint-Simon's house from the 
court of the College of Navarre; the four fellows 
in their shirt-sleeves (as we might say) clambered 
over in a twinkling: and Master Guy Tabary re- 
mained alone beside the overcoats. From the court 
the burglars made their way into the vestry of the 
chapel, where they found a large chest, strengthened 
with iron bands and closed with four locks. One 
of these locks they picked, and then, by levering up 
the comer, forced the other three. Inside was a 

lU coffer, of walnut wood, also barred with iron. 
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but fastened with only three locks, which were a 
comfortably picked by the way of the keyhole. 
the walnut coffer — a joyous sight by our thie\'ei^| 
lantern — were five hundred crowns of gold. Thei 
was some talk of opening the aumries, where, 
they had only known, a booty eight or nine lim 
greater lay ready to their hand, but one of the part 
(I have a humorous suspicion it was Dom Nicola 
the Picardy monk) hurried them away. It was t 
o'clock when they mounted the ladder; it was aboi^ 
midnight before Tabary beheld them coming bacll 
To him they gave ten crowns, and promised a s 
of a two-crown dinner on the morrow ; whereat i 
may suppose his moutli watered. In course of I 
he got wind of the real amount of their booty and 
understood how scurvily he had been used; but he 
seems to have borne no malice. How could 1 
against such superb operators as Petit-Jchan ; 
De Cayeux ; or a person like Villon, who could bav^ 
made a new improper romance out of his own hei 
instead of merely copying an old one with i 
ical right hand?" 

Such affairs are all one knows of Villon's hij 
tory. His temperament is illustrated by them and fc 
his poems, especially by the Large Testament, 
admirable and despicable performance." The dat^ 
of this work "is the last date in the poet's bioj 
phy," Stevenson remarks. "How or when he die< 
whether decently in bed or trussed up to a galla 
remains a riddle for foolhardy commentsUors."— 
"Francois VUlou," familiar Studies. 
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Now I think that any one who may have tried 
it ^vill tell us that to make a successful short story 
out of the same materials with which he has con- 
^traacted a critical essay, to turn suddenly from ap- 
pj'vciator into creator, is a very rare gift. Cer- 
's^inly it implies an intimacy with the subject, a 
"^^pid and thorough absorption of detail, that most 
■*»»dcnts of literature and biography never even 
**'"tam of striving for. Yet all that this comes to, 
'* "v-icwed from a slightly different angle, is a really 
^J'TVipalhetic comprehension of a man. It would 
**^ a thesis which I should like to defend that any- 
'^'^^^iy who could write an essay as thorough as Ste- 
*'^»ison's, could also write a story as vivid as "A 
^"*^**3ging for the Night." My ground of argument 
^*'Oi3ld be that the stor)- and the essay have their | 
^^*«ntial points in common: a personal realization ' 
^^ • Villon's himior. a perfectly suggested local badt- 
^'"Ound, and the taste for the sort of moral frame 
"*''Hich best suits the portrait. The essay begins 
^^th a whimsical illustration of Villon's philosophy 
^I life and death. The story begins with an illustra- 
tion of the actual effect of death on Villon's imagina- 
'tion while he struggles to let his whimsical philoso- 
^^_ Xihy reassert itself. The essay proceeds to detail a 
^^H act of his escapades and to draw the moral. The 
^^V Story selects one typical escapade, embellishes it with 
^^ moralized dialogue to suit, and tlien, like the essay. 
thrusts the hero forth into the uncertainty of hts 
vagabond future. 
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A LODGING FOR THE NIGHT 



"It was late in November, 1456. The snow ft 
over Paris with rigorous, relentless persistence 
sometimes the wind made a sally and scattered it 
in flying vortices; sometimes there was a lull. ■ 
flake after flake descended out of the black ni 
air, silent, circuitous, interminable. To poor peoplCj 
looldng up under moist eyebrows, it seemed a v 
der where it all came from. Master Francis VillflO 
had propounded an alternative that afternoon, at I 
tavern window : was it only Pagan Jupiter pluckinj 
geese upon Olympus ? or were the holy angels n 
ing? He was only a poor Master of Arts, he wen 
on; and as the question somewhat touched upo 
divinity, he durst not venture to conclude. A siD 
old priest from Montargis, who ^vas among tl 
company, treated the young rascal to a bottle < 
wine in honour of the jest and grimaces with whil 
it was accompanied, and swore on his own whi 
beard that he had been just such another irrevere 
dog when he was Villon's age. 

"The air was raw and pointed, but not far bda 
freezing; and the flakes were large, damp, and a 
hesive. The whole city was sheeted up. An am 
might have marched from end to end and not a fo( 
fall given the alarm. If there were any belated biti 
in heaven, they saw the island like a large whi 
patch, and the bridges like sHm white spars, on t 
black ground of the river. High up overhead t: 
snow settled among the tracery of the catfaedr 
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Many a. niche was drifted full; many a 
statue wore a long white bonnet on its grotesque or 
sainted head. The gargoyles had been transformed 
into great false noses, drooping towards the point 
The crockets were like upright pillows swollen on 
one side. In the intervals of the wind, there was 
a dull sound of dripping about the precincts of the 
church. 

"The cemetery of St John had taken its own share 
of the snow. All the graves were decently covered; 
tall white housetops stood around in grave array; 
worthy burghers were long ago in bed, be-night- 
capped like their domiciles ; there was no light in alt 
the neighbourhood but a little peep from a lamp 
that hung swinging in the church choir, and tossed 
the shadows to and fro in time to its oscillations. 
The clock was hard on ten when the patrol went by 
with halberds and a lantern, beating their hands; 
and they saw nothing suspicious about the cemetery 
of St. John. 

"Yet there was a small house, backed up against 
the cemetery wall, which was still awake, and awake 
to evil purpose, in that snoring district. There was 
not much to betray it from without; only a stream 
of warm vapour from the chimney-top, a patch 
whfre the snow melted on the roof, and a few half- 
obliterated footprints at the door. But within, be- 
hind the shuttered windows. Master Francis Villon 
the poet, and some of the thievish crew with whom 
be consorted were keeping the night alive and pass- 

w nmnti the bottle. 
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"A great pile of living enibers diffused a stpinj 
and ruddy glow from the arched chimney. Before 1 
this straddled Dom Nicolas, the Picardy monk, with f 
his skirts picked up and his fat legs bared to the ' 
comfortable warmth. His dilated shadow cut the i 
room in half ; and the firelight only escaped on either 
side of his broad person, and in a little pool between 
his outspread feet. His face had the beery, bruised 
appearance of the continual drinker's; it was cov- 
ered with a network of congested veins, purple iaJ 
ordinary circumstances, but now pale violet, for tytt 
with his back to the fire the cold pinched him ( 
the other side. His cowl had half fallen back, ant 
made a strange excrescence on either side of hal 
bull neck. So he straddled, grumbling, and cut t 
room in half with the shadow of his portly frame. 

"On the right, Villon and Guy Tabary were hud- 
dled together over a scrap of parchment; Villa 
making a ballade which he ivas to call the 'Balladi 
of Roast Fish,' and Tabary spluttering admiratioi 
at his shoulder. The poet was a rag of a i 
dark, little, and lean, with hollow cheeks and thia 
black locks. He carried his four-and-twenty yean 
with feverish animation. Greed had made foldi 
about his eyes, evil smiles had puckered his moutli 
The wolf and pig struggled together in his fat 
It was an eloquent, sharp, ugly, earthly countei 
His hands were small and prehensile, with fingi 
knotted like a cord; and they were continually flickil 
ering in front of him in violent and expressive f 
tomime. As for Tabary, a broad, complacent, ; 
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; imbecility breathed from his squash nose and 
ring lips: he had become a thief, just as he 
ive become the most decent of burgesses, 
imperious cliance that rules the lives of 
I geese and human donkeys, 
I the monk's other hand, Montigny and The- 
Pcnsete played a game of chance. About 
irst tliere clung some flavour of good birth 
\ training, as about a fallen angel; something 
. lithe, and courtly in the person ; something 
Bine and darkling in the face. Thevemn, poor 
, was in great feather: he had done a good 
Ice of knavery that afternoon in the Faubourg 
Jacques, and all night he had been gaining from 
Montigny. A flat smile illuminated his face; his 
bald head shone rosily in a garland of red curls; 
his little protuberant stomach shook with silent 
Idings as he swept in his gains. 
f IXjubles or quits ?' said Thevenin. 
kdontigny nodded grimly. 
f'Sorttf may prefer to dine in slate,' wrote Villon, 
% bread and cheese on silver plate. Or. or — help 
§out, Guido !' 

Tabary giggled. 
\'0r parsley on a golden dish,' scribbled the poet. 
; w*ind was freshening without; it drove the 
r before it, and sometimes raised its voice in a 
rious whoop, and made sepulchral grumblings 
t chimney. The cold was growing sharper as 
night went on. Villon, protruding his lips, im- 
1 the gust with sometliing between a whistle 
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and a groan. It was an eerie, uncomfortable talent 
of the poet's, much detested by the Picardy monk. 

"'Can't you hear it rattle in the g:ibbet?' s 
Villon. 'They are all dancing the devil's jig c* 
nothing, up there. You may dance, my gallant^ 
you'll be none the warmer! Whew! what a gus([ 
Dowa went somebody just now ! A medlar the 
fewer on the three-legged medlar-tree ! — I say, Dom 
Nicolas, it'll be cold to-night on the St, Denis Road'' 
he asked. 

"Dom Nicolas winked both his big eyes, and 
seemed to choke upon his Adam's apple. Moolfau- 
con, the great grisly Paris gibbet, stood hard 1^ I'm 
St. Denis Road, and the pleasantry touched him on 
the raw. As for Tabary. he laughed immoderaie'? 
over the medlars ; he had never heard anything wort 
light-hearted; and he held his sides and crowol- 
Villon fetched him a fillip on the nose, which tutnti 
his mirth into an attack of coughing. 

" 'Oh, stop that row/ said Villon, 'and think oJ 
rhymes to "fish." ' 

" 'Doubles or quits,' said Montigny doggcdl;.- 

" 'With all my heart,' quoth Thevenin. 

"'Is there any more in that bottle?' asked the 
monk. 

" 'Open another,' said Villon. 'How do you ever 
hope to fill that big hogshead, your body, with little 
things like bottles? And how do you expect to get 
to heaven ? How many angels, do you fancy, ca» 
be spared to carry up a single monk from Picardy? 
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Or do you think yourself another Elias — and they'll 
send the coach for you ?' 

'Hominibus impossibile,' replied the monk as he 
filled his glass. 

Tabary was in ecstasies. 

'"Villon filliped his nose again. 
'Laugh at my jokes, if you like/ he said. 
'It was very good/ objected Tabary. 
Villon made a face at him. 'Think of rhymes to 
fbh/' ' he said. "What have you to do with Latin ? 
You'll wish you knew none of it at the great as- 
sizes, when the devil calls for Guido Tabary, cleri- 
cus — the devil with the hump-back and red-hot 
finger-nails. Talking of the devil/ he added in a 
whisper, 'look at Montigny!' 

"All three peered covertly at the gamester. He 
did not seem to be enjoying his luck. His mouth 
was a little to a side; one nostril nearly shut, and 
the other much inflated. The black dog was on his 
back, as people say, in terrifying nursery metaphor; 
and he breathed hard under the gruesome burden. 

" 'He looks as if he could knife him,' whispered 
Tabary, with round eyes. 

"The monk shuddered, and turned his face and 
spread his open hands to the red embers. It was 
the cold that thus affected Dom Nicolas, and not any 
excess of moral sensibility. 

" 'Come, now,' said Villon — 'about this ballade. 
How does it run so far?' And beating time with 
his hand, he read it aloud to Tabary. 
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"They were interrupted at the fourth rhyme by 
a. brief and fatal movement among the gamesters. 
The round was completed, and Thevenin was just 
opening his mouth to claim another victory, when 
Montigny leaped up, swift as an adder, and stabbed 
him to the heart. The blow took effect before he 
had time to utter a cry, before he had time to move. 
A tremor or two conxoilsed his frame; his hands 
opened and shut, his heels rattled on the floor; then 
his head rolled backward over one shoulder with the 
eyes wide open, and Thevenin Pensete's spirit had 
returned to Him who made it. 

"Every one sprang to his feet ; but the business 
was over in two twos. The four living fellows 
looked at each other in rather a ghastly fashion; 
the dead man contemplating a comer of the roof 
with a singular and ugly leer. 

" 'My God !' said Tabary ; and he began to pray 
in Latin. 

"Villon broke out into hysterical laughter. He 
came a step forward and ducked a ridiculous bow 
at Thevenin, and laughed still louder. Then he sat 
down suddenly, all of a heap, upon a stool, and 
continued laughing bitterly as though he would 
shake himself to pieces. 
^ "Montigny recovered his composure first. 

^m " 'Let's see what he has about him/ he remarked, 

^M and he picked the dead man's pockets with a prac- 
^M tised hand, and divided the money into four equal 
^M portions on the table. 'There's for you,' he said. 
^M "The monk received his share with a deep sigh. 
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aiid a single stealthy glance at the dead Thevenin, 
who was beginning to sink into himself and topple 
'ays off the chair. 
r*' 'We're ail in for it,' cried Villon, swallowing 
I mirth. 'It's a hanging job for every man jack 
of us that's here — not to speak of those who aren't.' 
He made a shocking gesture in the air with his 
1 right hand, and put out his tongue and threw 
I head on one side, so as to counterfeit the ap- 
ince of one who has been hanged. Then he 
iketed his share of the spoil, and executed a 
(He with his feet as if to restore the circulation. 
r"Tabary was the last to help himself; he made a 
dash at the money, and retired to the other end of 
the apartment. 

"Montigny stuck Thevenin upright in the chair, 
and drew out the da^er, which was followed by a 
jet of blood. 

•■ "You fellows had better be moving,' he said, as 
he wiped the blade on his victim's doublet. 

'* 'I think we had.' returned Villon, with a gulp. 
' Oamn his fat head !' he broke out. 'It sticks in ray 
iiroai like phlegm. What right has a man to have 
red hair when he is dead?" And he fell all of a heap 
again upon the stool, and fairly covered his face 
with his hands. 

"Montigny and Dom Nicolas laughed aloud, even 
Tabarj- feebly chiming in. 
" 'Cry baby,* said the monk. 
** 'I always said he was a woman,' added Mon- 
tigny, with a sneer. 'Sit op, can't you?' he went 
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on, giving another shake to the murdered hodj, 
'Tread out that fire, Nick !' 

"But Nick was better employed; he was quiel^ 
taking Villon's purse, as the poet sat, limp and 
trembling, on the stool where he had been making 
a ballade not three minutes before. Montigny and 
Tabary dumbly demanded a share of the booty, 
which the monk silently promised as he passed the 
little bag into the bosom of his gown. In many 
ways an artistic nature unfits a man for practical 
existence. 

"No sooner had the theft been accomplished than 
Villon shook himself, jumped to his feet, and began 
helping to scatter and extinguish the embers. Mean- 
while Montigny opened the door and cautiously 
peered into the street. The coast was clear; there 
was no meddlesome patrol in sight. Still it was 
judged wiser to slip out severally; and as Villon 
was himself in a hurry to escape from the neigh- 
bourhood of the dead Thevenin, and the rest were 
in a still greater hurry to get rid of him before he 
should discover the loss of his money, he was the 
first by general consent to issue forth into the street. 

"The wind had triumphed and swept all the clouds 
from heaven. Only a few vapours, as thin as moon- 
light, fleeted rapidly across the stars. It was bitter 
cold; and by a common optical effect, things seemed 
almost more definite than in the broadest daylight. 
The sleeping city was absolutely still ; a company of 
white hoods, a field full of little alps, below the 
twinkling stars. ViUon cursed his fortune. Would 
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it were still snowing! Now, wherever he went, he 
left an indelible trail behind him on the glittering 
wherever he went he was still tethered to 
house by the cemeterj' of St. John ; wherever he 
it he must weave, with his own plodding feet, 
rope that bound him to the crime and would 
id him to the gallows. The leer of the dead man 
le back to him with a new significance. He 
snapped his fingers as if to phtck up his own spirits, 
and choosing a street at random, stepped boldly 
fons'ard in the snow. 

"Two things preoccupied him as he went : the 
i^KCt of the gallows at Montfaucon in this bright, 
windy phase of tlic night's existence, for one; and 
for another, the look of the dead man with his bald 
head and garland of red curls. Both struck cold 
upoa his heart, and he kept quickening his pace as 
if he could escape from unpleasant thoughts by 
mere fleeiness of foot. Sometimes he looked back 
over his shoulder with a sudden nervous jerk; but 
he vss the only moving thing in the white streets, 
except when the wind swooped round a comer and 
threw up the snow, which was beginning to freeze, 
in spouts of glittering dust. 

"Suddenly he saw, a long way before him, a black 
chunp and a couple of lanterns. The chimp was in 
motion, and the lanterns swung as though carried 
men walking. It was a patrol. And though it 
merely crossing his line of march he judged it 
to get out of eyeshot as speedily as he could. 
He «ru not in the bumoiu- to be chaUenged, and he 



motto 

^ftrm< 



276 



STEVENSON 



L 



■n-as conscious of making a very conspicuous niaril 
upon the snow. Just on his left hand there stood i 
great hotel, with some turrets and a large porch I 
fore the door; it was half-ruinous, he rememberedL 
and had long stood empty; and so he made three 
steps of it, and jumped into the shelter of the porch. 
It was pretty dark inside, after the glimmer of the 
snowy streets, and he was groping fonvard with 
outspread hands, when he stumbled over some s 
stance which offered an indescribable mixture ol 
resistances, hard and soft, firm and loose, Htj 
heart gave a leap, and he sprang two stepis back 
and stared dreadfully at the obstacle. Then he g 
a little laugh of relief. It was only a woman, ; 
she dead. He knelt beside her to make sure up( 
this latter point. She was freezing cold, and rigid 
like a stick. A Utile ragged finery fluttered in tbi 
wind about her hair, and her dieeks had been heavily 
rouged that same afternoon. Her pockets were quite 
empty; but in her stocking, underneath the garter, 
Villon foimd two of the small coins that went by the 
name of whites. It was little enough; but it wai 
always something; and the poet was moved with i 
deep sense of pathos that she should have died be- 
fore she had spent her money- That seemed to h 
a dark and pitiable mystery; and he looked 
tlie coins in his hand to the dead woman, and bad 
again to the coins, shaking his head over the riddle 
of man's life. Henry V of England, dying at Vin- 
ccnnes just after he had conquered France, and this 
poor jade cut ofiF by a cold draught in a great r 



r THE MORAL FABLES 277 

■ ■Soorway, before she had time to spend her couple 
of whites — it seemed a cruel way to carry on the 
^orid. Two whites would have taken such a little 
■while lo squander; and yet it would have been one 
more gocxl taste in the mouth, one more smack of 
the lips, before the devil got the soul, and the body 
■vas left to birds and vermin. He would like to 
use all his tallow before the light was blown out 
and the lantern broken. 

"While these thoughts were passing through his 
xnind, he was feeling, half mechanically, for his 
purse. Suddenly his heart stopped beating; a feel- 
ing of cold scales passed up the back of his legs, 
and a cold blow seemed to fall upon his scalp. He 
stood petrified for a moment; then he felt again 
Tvith one feverish movement ; and then his loss burst 
upon him, and he was covered at once with perspira- 
tion. To spcndthri f Is money is so living and actual 
— it is such a thin veil between them and their pleas- 
ures ! There is only one limit to their fortime — that 
of time; and a spendthrift with only a few crowns 
is the Emperor of Rome until they are spent. For 
such a person to lose his money is to suffer the 
most shocking reverse, and fall from heaven to 
hell, from all to nothing, in a breath. And all the 
more if he has put his head in tlie halter for it; 
if he may be hanged to-morrow for that same purse, 
so dearly earned, so foolishly departed I Villon 
stood and airsed; he threw the two whites into the 
street; he sliook his fist at heaven; he stamped, and 
^as not horrified to find himself trampling the poor 
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corpse. Then he began rapidly to retrace his siq 
towards the house beside the cemetery. He 1 
forgotten all fear of the patrol, which was loi 
gone by at any rale, and had no idea but thai c 
his lost purse. It was in vain tliat he looked rig! 
and left upon the snow ; nothing was to be seen, 
had not dropped it in the streets. Had it falU 
in the house? He would have liked dearly to £ 
in and see; but the idea of the grisly ocaipant v 
manned him. And he saw besides, as he drew n« 
that their efforts to put out the fire had been t 
cessful ; on the contrary, it had broken into a blarCi" 
and a changeful light played in the chinks of door 
and window, and revived his terror for the au- 
thorities and Paris gibbet. 

"He returned to the hotel with the porch, and 
groped about upon the snow for the money he had 
thrown away in his childish passion. But he could 
only find one white ; the other had proliably struck 
sideways and sunk deeply in. With a single white 
in his pocket, all his projects for a rousing night 
in some wild tavern vanished utterly away. And 
it was not only pleasure that fled laughing from his 
grasp; positive discomfort, positive pain, attacked 
him as he stood ruefully before the porch. His 
perspiration had dried upon him ; and although the 
wind had now fallen, a binding frost was setting 
in stronger with every hour, and he felt bemmibed 
and sick at heart. What was to be done? Late as 
was the hour, improbable as was success, he 
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would try the house of his adopted father, the chap- 
lain of St. Benoit. 

"He ran there all the way. and knocked timidly. 
There was no answer. He knocked again and again, 
taking heart with every stroke; and at last steps 
were heard approaching from within. A barred 
wicket fell open in the iron-studded door, and 
cwiiitcd a gush of yellow light. 

" 'Hold up your face to the wicket,* said the cliai>- 
lain from within. 

"'It's only me,' whimpered Villon. 
" "Oh, it's only you, is it ?' returned the chaplain ; 
^d he cursed him with foul unpriestly oaths for dis- 
turbing him at such an hour, and bade him be off 
to bell, where he came from. 

" "My hands are blue to the wrist," pleaded Villon ; 
'my feet are dead and full of twinges; my nose 
Jchcs with the sharp air ; the cold lies at my heart. 
I may be dead before morning. Only this once, 
father, and before God, I will never ask again f 

** *you should have come earlier,' said the ecclesi- 
astic cooQy. 'Young men require a lesson now and 
then.' He shut the wicket and retired deliberately 
into the interior of the house. 

•■Villon was beside himself; he beat upon the door 
with his hands and feet, and shouted hoarsely after 
the chaplain. 

" 'Wormy old fox!' he cried. 'If I had my hand 
under your twist, I would send you flying headlong 
into the bottomless pit.' 
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"A door shut in the interior, faintly audible to 
the poet down long passages. He passed his hand 
over his mouth with an oath. And then the humuur 
of the situation struck him, and he laughed and 
looked lightly up to heaven, where the stars seemed 
to be winking over his discomfiture. 

"What was to be done? It looked very like J 
night in the frosty streets. The idea of the dead 
woman popped into his imagination, and gave him 
a hearty fright ; what had happened to her in the 
early night might very well happen to him before 
morning. And he so young! and with such iin- . 
mense possibilities of disorderly amusement befoP 
him! He felt quite pathetic over the notion of h 
own fate, as if it had been some one else's, and n 
a little imaginative vignette of the scene in t 
morning when they should find his body. 

"He passed all his chances under review, tumtfll 
the white between his thumb and forefinger. 
fortunately he was on bad terms with some < 
friends who would once have taken pity on him | 
such a plight. He had lampooned them in vei 
he had beaten and cheated them ; and yet now, whi 
he was in so close a pinch, he thought there was I 
least one who might perhaps relent. It was a c 
It was worth trying at least, and he would 
and see. 

"On the way, two little accidents happened 1 
him which coloured his musings in a verj- difFen 
manner. For. first, he fell in with the trade of J 
patrol, and walked in it for some hundred yai 
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diough it lay out of his direction. And this 
j'iriled him up; at least he had confused his trail; 

r he was still possessed with the idea of people 
1 racking him aU about Paris over the snow, and 
collaring him next moniing before he was awake. 
The other matter affected him quite differently. He 
passed a street comer, where, not so long before, 
a woman and her child had been devoured by wolves. 
This was just the kind of weather, he reflected when 
wolves might take it into their heads to enter Paris 
again; and a lone man in these deserted streets 
would run the chance of something worse than a 
mere scare. He stopped and looked upon the place 
with an unpleasant interest — it was a centre where 
several lanes intersected each other; and he looked 
down them all, one after another, and held his 
breath to listen, lest he should detect some galloping 
black things on the snow or hear the sound of howl- 
ing between him and the river. He remembered 
his mother telling him the stor>' and pointing out 
the spot, while he was yet a child. His mother! 
If he only knew where she lived, he might make 
sure at least of shelter. He determined he would 
inquire upon the morrow ; nay, he would go and sec 
her too, poor old girl I So thinking, he arrived at 
his destination — his last hope for the night. 

"The house was quite dark, like its neighbours; 
and yet after a few taps, he heard a movement over- 
bead, a door opening, and a cautious voice asking 
who was there. The poet named himself in a loud 
•r, and waited, not without some trepidation, 
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the result. Nor had he to wait long. A window 
was suddenly opened, and a pailful of slc^ spUsbcd 
down upon the doorstep. \''iUon had not been on- 
prepared for something of the sort, and had pot 
himself as raiKh in shelter as the nature of the portb 
admitted; but for all that, he was deplonUf 
drenched below the waist. His hose began to freew ll 
almost at once. Death from cold and exposure 
stared him in the face; he remembered he was n* 
phthisical tendency, and began coughing tentatively- 
But the gravity of the danger steadied his nerve*- 
He stopped a few hundred yards from the do<^ 
where he had been so rudely used, and reflected wit- 
his finger to his nose. He could only see one wS^^ 
of getting a lodging, and that was to take it. }9^ 
had noticed a house not far away, which looked ^^^ 
if it might be easily broken iwo, and thither be be^^ 
took himself promptly, entertaining himself on th^^"^ 
way with the idea of a room still hot, with a tabl^^^ 
still loaded with the remains of supper, where \v^^ 
might pass the rest of the black hours and whence ^^ 
he should issue, on the morrow, with an armful *" 
of valuable plate. He even considered on what ^ 
viands and what wines he should prefer; and as he " 
was calling the roll of his favourite dainties, roast ' 
fish presented itself to his mind with an odd mixture 
of amusement and horror, 

" 'I shall never finish that ballade,' he thought to 
himself ; and then, with another shudder at the recol- 
lection, 'Oh, damn his fat head!" he repeated fer- 
vently, and spat upon the snow. 
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'The house in question looked dark at first sight ; 
but as Villon made a preliminary inspection in search 
of the handiest point of attack, a little twinkle of 
light caught his eye from behind a curtained window. 
" 'The devil !' he thought. 'People awake ! Some 
student or some saint, confound the crew ! Can't they 
get drunk and lie in bed snoring like their neigh- 
bours! What's the good of curfew, and poor devils 
of bell-ringers jumping at a rope's end in bell- 
towers? What's the use of day, if people sit up all 
night ? The gripes to them !' He grinned as he saw 
where his logic was leading him, 'Every man to 
his business, after all,' added he, 'and if they're 
awake, by the Lord, I may come by a supper hon- 
estly for once, and cheat the devil.' 

"He went boldly to the door and knocked with an 
assured hand. On both previous occasions, he had 
knocked timidly and with some dread of attracting 
notice; but now when he had just discarded the 
thought of a burglarious entry, knocking at a door 
seemed a mighty simple and Innocent proceeding. 
The sound of his blows echoed through the house 
with thin, phantasmal reverberations, as though it 
were quite empty; but these had scarcely died away 
before a measured tread drew near, a couple of bolts 
were withdrawn, and one wing was opened broadly, 
as though no guile or fear of guile were known to 
those within. A tall figure of a man, muscular and 
spare, but a little bent, confronted Villon. The head 
as massive in bulk, but finely sculptured ; the nose 

It at the bottom, but refining upward to where it 
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joined a pair of strong and honest eyebrows; the 
mouth and eyes surrounded with delicate markicigi, 
and the whole face based upon a thick white beard, 
boldly and squarely trimmed. Seen as it was by the 
light of a flickering hand-lamp, it looked perfups 
nobler than it had a right to do; but it was 3 fine 
face, honourable rather than intelligent, strong, 
simple, and righteous. 

" 'You knock late, sir,' said the old man i" 
resonant, courteous tones. 

"Villon cringed and brought up mzay servi^* 
words of apology; at a crisis of this sort, the bcgj^*J 
was uppermost in him, and the man of genius hid h- 
head with confusion. 

" 'You are cold,' repeated the old man, 'and hi 
gry? Well, step in.' And he ordered him into t! 
house with a noble enough gesture. 

" 'Some great seigneur,' thought Villon, as hi 
host, setting down the lamp on the flagged pave-'^^^ 
ment of the entry, shot the bolts once more intc^^ 
their places. 

" "ifou will pardon me if I go in front,' fae said,—^ 
when this was done; and he preceded the poet up- " 
stairs into a large apartment, warmed with a pan 
of charcoal and lit by a great lamp hanging from 
the roof. It was very bare of furniture : only some 
gold plate on a sideboard; some folios; and a stand 
of armour between the windows. Some smart 
tapestry hung upon the walls, representing the cru- 
cifixion of our Lord in one piece, and in anotber a 
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scene of shepherds and shepherdesses by a running 
stream. Over the chimney was a shield of arms, 

" 'Will you seat yourself,' said the old man, 'and 
forgive me if I leave you? I am alone iii my house 
to-night, and if you are to eat I must forage for 
you myself.' 

"No sooner was his host gone than Villon leaped 
from the chair on which he had just seated him- 
self, and began examining the room, with the stealth 
and passion of a cat. He weighed the gold flagons 
in his hand, opened all the folios, and investigated 
the arms upon the shield, and the stuff with which 
the seats were lined. He raised the window cur- 
tains, and saw that the windows were set with rich 
stained glass in figures, so far as he could see, of 
martial import. Then he stood in the middle of 
the room, drew a long breath, and retaining it with 
puffed cheeks, looked round and round him, turning 
on his heels, as if to impress every feature of the 
apartment on his memory. 

'"Seven pieces of plate,' he said. 'If there had 
been ten, I would have risked it. A fine house, and 
a fine old master, so help me all the saints 1' 

"And just then, hearing the old man's tread re- 
turning along the corridor, he stole back to his chair, 
and began humbly toasting his wet legs before the 
charcoal pan. 

"His entertainer had a plate of meat in one hand 
and a jug of wine in the other. He set down the 
plate upon the table, motioning Villon to draw in 
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his chair, and going to th« ^deboard, brought lode 
two goblets, which he filled, 

" 'I drink your better fortune,' he said, gn»fh' 
touching Villon's cup with his own. 

" 'To our better acquaintance,' said the poet, 
growing bold. A mere man of the people would 
ha%-e been awed by the courtesy of the old seigneur, 
but Villon was hardened in that matter; he had 
made mirth for great lords before now, and found 
them as black rascals as himself. And so he de- 
voted himself to the viands witli a ravenous gusto, 
while the old man, leaning backward, watched him 
with steady, curious eyes. 

" 'You have blood on your shoulder, my man. 
he said. 

"Montigny must have laid his wet right hand up<^ 
him as he left the house. He cursed Montigny ■ 
his heart. 

" 'It was none of my shedding,' he stammered. 

" "I had not supposed so," returned his host quietly 
'A brawl?' 

" 'Well, something of that sort,' Villon admtttM 
with a quaver. 

'"Perhaps a fellow murdered?' 

" 'Oh no, not murdered,' said the poet, more an 
more confused. 'It was all fair play — muntered b 
accident. I had no hand in it, God strike me dead I 
he added fervently. 

" 'One rogue the fewer, I dare say,' observed thi 
roaster of the house. 

" 'You may dare to say that,' agreed VUloo, at 
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finitely relieved. 'As big a rogue as there is between 
here and Jerusalem. He turned up his toes like a 
lamb. But it was a nasty thing to look at. I dare 
say you've seen dead men in your time, my lord?' 
he added, glancing at the armour. 

" 'Many/ said the old man. *I have followed the 
wars, as you imagine.' 

"Villon laid down his knife and fork, which he 
had just taken up again. 

" 'Were any of them bald?' he asked. 
'Oh yes, and with hair as white as mine.' 
'I don't think I should mind the white so much,' 
said Villon. 'His was red.' And he had a return 
of his shuddering and tendency to laughter, which 
he drowned with a great draught of wine. 'I'm a 
little put out when I think of it,' he went on. 'I 
knew him — damn him! And then the cold gives a 
man fancies— or the fancies give a man cold, I don't 
know which.' 

" 'Have you any money?' asked the old man. 

" 'I have one white,' returned the poet, laughing. 
'I got it out of a dead jade's stocking in a porch. 
She was as dead as Caesar, poor wench, and as cold 
as a church, with bits of ribbon sticking in her hair. 
This is a hard world in winter for wolves and 
wenches and poor rogues like me.' 

" 'I,' said the old man, 'am Enguerrand de la 
Feuillee, seigneur de Brisetout, bailly du Patatrac. 
Who and what may you be ?' 

"Villon rose and made a suitable reverence. *I 
am called Francis Villon,' he said, 'a poor Master 
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of Arts of this university. I know some Latin, 
a deal of vice. I can make chansons, ballades, lai 
virelais, and roundels, and I am verj' fond of win 
I was born in a garret, and I shall not improbabi 
die upon the gallows, I may add. my lord, that froi 
this night forward I am your lordship's very ol 
sequious servant to command.' 

" 'No servant of mine,' said the knight; 'my guest 
for this evening, and no more.' 

" 'A very grateful guest,' said Villon, politely» 
and he drank in dumb show to his entertainer. 

" 'You are shrewd," began the old man, tapping 
his forehead, 'very shrewd; you have learning; yott 
are a clerk; and yet you take a small piece of money 
off a dead woman in the street. Is it not a kind of 
theft?" 

" 'It is a kind of theft much practised in the war3| 
my lord." 

" 'The wars are the field of honour,' returned 
old man proudly. 'There a man plays his life 
the cast; he fights in the name of his lord the king^ 
his Lord God, and all their lordships the holy sainl 
and angels.' 

" 'Put it,' said Villon, "that I were really a thie^ 
should I not play my life also, and against heavier 
odds?" 

" 'For gain but not for honour.' 

"'Gain?' repeated Villon with a shrug. 'Gain! 
The poor fellow wants supper, and takes it. So 
does the soldier in a campaign. WTiy, what are all 
these requisitions we hear so much about? If tbey 
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i not gain to those who take them, tliey are loss 
enough to the others. The men-at-anns drink by a 
good fire, while the burgher bites his nails to buy 
them wine and wood. I have seen a good many 
ploughmen swinging on trees about the country; 
ay, I have seen thirty on one elm, and a very poor 
figure ihey made; and when I asked some one how 
all these came to be hanged, I was told it was be- 
cause they could not scrape together enough crowns 
to satisfy the men-at-arms.* 

" 'These things are a necessity of war, which the 
lowborn must endure with constancy. It is true that 
some captains drive overhard ; there are spirits in 
«*cry rank not easily moved by pity; and indeed 
my follow amis who are no better than brigands.' 
""You see," said the poet, 'you cannot separate 
t soldier from the brigand; and what is a thie{ 
I an isolated brigand with circumspect manners? 
1 a couple of mutton chops, without so much 
Pdisturbing people's sleep; the farmer grumbles a 
Irit, but sups none the less wholesomely on what 
remains. You come up blowing gloriously on a 
trumpet, take away the whole sheep, and beat the 
farmer pitifully into the bargain. I have no trum- 
pet ; I am only Tom, Dick, or Harry ; I am s rogue 
and a dog, and hanging's too good for me — with all 
my heart; but just ask the farmer which of us he 
Kfers, just find out which of us he lies awake to 
e on cold nights.' 

t at us two,' said his lordship. 'I am old, 
ng, and honoured. If I were turned from mj 
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house to-roorrow, hundreds would be proud to shd- 
ter me. Poor people would go out and pass the 
night in the streets with their children, if I merely 
hinted that I wished to be alone. And I find you 
up, wandering homeless, and picking farthings off 
dead women by the waj'side ! I fear no man and 
nothing; I have seen you tremble and lose coun- 
tenance at a word. I wait God's summons con- 
tentedly in my own house, or, if it please the king 
to call me again, upon the field of battle. You look 
for the gallows; a rough, swift death, without hope 
or honour. Is there no difference between these 
two?" 

" '.\s far as to the moon,' Villon acquiesced. 
'But if I had been bom lord of Brisetout. and yon 
had been the poor scholar Francis, would the differ- 
ence have been any the less? Should not I have been 
warming my knees at this charcoal pan, and would 
not you have been groping for farthings in the 
snow ? Should not I have been the soldier, and 
you the thief?' 

"'A thief?' cried the old man. 'I a thief! If 
you understood your words, you would repent them.' 

"Villon turned out his hands with a gesture of 
inimitable impudence. 'If your lordship had done 
me the honour to follow my argument V he said. 

" 'I do you too much honour in submitting to 
your presence,' said the knight. 'Leani to curb your 
tongue when you speak with old and honourable 
men, or some one hastier than I may reprove you 
in a sharper fashion.' And he rose and paced the 
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Fcr end of the apartment, struggling with anger 
antipathy. Villon surreptitiously refilled his 
, and settled himself more comfortably in the 
fcir. crossing his knees and leaning his head upon 
! hand and the elbow against the back of the 
He was now replete and warm ; and he was 
wise frightened for his host, having gauged 
1 as justly as wa^ possible between two such dif- 
I characters. The night was far spent, and in 
' comfortable fashion after all; and he felt 
illy certain of a safe departure on the morrow. 
I me one thing,' said the old man, pausing 
i walk. 'Are you really a thief?' 
"1 claim the sacred rights of hospitality,' re- 
tiimed the poet. 'My lord, 1 am.' 

" 'You are ver>' young,' the knight continued. 
" 'I should never have been so old,' replied Villon, 
showing his fingers, 'iff had not helped myself with 
these ten talents. They liavc been my nursing 
^apthers and my nursing fathers.' 
^Br "You may still repent and change.' 
^V* 'I repent daily,' said the poet. 'Tliere are few 
^Hiple more given to repentance than poor Francis. 
^B for change, let somebody change my circum- 
^^nces. A man must continue tn eat, if it were 
only that he may continue to repent.' 
" 'The change must begin in the heart,' returned 
i old man solemnly. 

f dear lord,' answered Villon, 'do you really 

' that I steal for pleasure? I hate stealing. 

! any other piece of work or of danger. My 
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teeth chatter when I see a gallows. But I must eat. 
I must drink, 1 must mix in society of some sort. 
What the devil ! Man is not a solitary animal — ciri 
Detts faminam tradit. Make me king's pantltrr — 
make me abbot of St. Denis; make me bailly of the 
Patatrac ; and then I shall be changed indeed. But 
as long as you leave me the poor scholar Frands 
Villon, without a farthing, why, of course, I re- 
main the same.' 

" "The grace of God is all-powerfuL' 

" 'I should be a hei^tic to question it.' said Fran- 
cis. 'It has made you lord of Brisetout and baiUy 
of the Patatrac; it has given me nothing but the 
quick wits under my hat and these ten toes upon my 
hands. May I help myself to wine? I thank yoa 
respectfully. By God's grace, you have a very su- 
perior vintage.' 

"The lord of Brisetout walked to and fro with 
his hands behind his back. Perhaps he was not yet 
quite settled in his mind about the parallel betweeo 
thieves and soldiers; perhaps Villon had interested 
him by some cross-thread of sympathy ; perhaps his 
wits were simply muddled by so much unfamiliar 
reasoning; but whatever the cause, he somehow 
yearned to convert the young man to a better waj 
of thinking, and could not make up his mind to drive 
him forth again into the street. 

" 'There is something more than I cat! under- 
stand in this.' he said at length. 'Your mouth ii 
full of subtleties, and the devil has led you very far 
astray; but the devil is only a ^-ery weak sprtrit be- 
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■ God's truth, and all his subtleties vanish at a 
word of true honour, like darkness at morning. 
Listen to me once more. I learned long ago that 
a gentleman should live chivalrously and lovingly 
lo God, and the king, and his lady; and though I 
have seen many strange things done, I have still 
striven lo command my ways upon that rule. It is 
not only written in all noble histories, but in every 
man's heart, if he will take care to read. You 
speak of food and wine, and I know very well that 
hunger is a difficult trial to endure; but you do not 
speak of other wants; you say nothing of honour, 
of faith to God and other men. of courtesy, of love 
without reproach. It may be that I am not very 
wise — and yet I think I am — but you seem to me 
like one who has lost his way and made a great 
error in life. You are attending to the little wants, 
and you have totally forgotten the great and only 
real ones, like a man who should be doctoring tooth- 
ache on the Judgment Day. For such things as 
honour and love and faith are not only nobler than 
food and drink, but indeed I think we desire them 
more, and suffer more sharply for their absence. I 
speak to you as I think you will most easily under- 
stand me. Are you not, while careful to fill your 
belly, disregarding another appetite in your heart, 
which spoils the pleasure of your life and keeps you 
continually wretched?' 

"Villon was sensibly nettled under all this ser- 
monising. "You think I have no sense of honour!' 
^^K cried. 'I'm poor enough, God knows ! It's hard 
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to see rich people with their gloves, and you blow 
ing in your hands. An empty belly is a bitter thing 
although you speak so lightly of it. If you had ti 
as many as I, perhaps you would change your tuiw 
Anyway I'm a thief — make the most of that — bat 
I'm not a devil from hell, God strike me dead. 
would have you to know I've an honour of my own 
as good as yours, though I don't prate about it al 
day long, as if it was a God's miracle to have any. 
It seems quite natural to me; I keep it in its box tiS 
it's wanted. Why now, look you here, how loi^ 
have I been in this room with you? Did you no( 
tell me you were alone in the house ! Look at you 
gold plate! You're strong, if you like, but you'n 
old and unarmed, and I have my knife. What did 
I want but a jerk of the elbow and here would hatt 
been you with the cold steel in your bowels, and 
there would have been me. linking in the streetSt 
with an armful of golden cups! Did you suppose 
I hadn't wit enough to see diat? And I scorned 
the action. There are your damned goblets, : 
safe as in a church ; there are you, with your heart 
ticking as good as new ; and here am I, ready to go 
out again as poor as I came in, with my one whin 
that you threw in my teeth! And you think 1 havi 
no sense of honour — God strike me dead!' 

"The old man stretched out his right arm. 'I wil 
tell you what you are,' he said. 'You are a ri^ 
my man. an impudent and black-hearted rogue s 
vagabond. I have passed an hour with you. OhI 
believe me, I feel myself disgraced! .\nd you bavi 
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a and drunk at my table. But now I am sick at 
your presence ; the day has come, and the night-bird 
should be oflf to his roost. Will you go before, or 
after?' 

" 'Which you please." returned the poet, rising. 'I 
believe you to be strictly honourable." He thought- 
fully emptied his cup. 'I wish I could add you were 
inteUigent,' he went on, knocking on his head with 
his knuckles. 'Age! age! the brains stiff and rheu- 
matic' 

"The old man preceded him from a point of self- 
respect; Villon followed, whistling, with his thumbs 
in his girdle. 

" 'God pity you,' said the lord of Brisetout at the 
door. 

" 'Good-bye, papa,' returned Villon with a yawn. 
'Many thanks for the cold mutton.' 

"The door closed behind him. The dawn was 
breaking over the white roofs. A chill, uncomfort- 
able morning ushered in the day. Villon stood and 
heartily stretched himself in the middle of the road. 

" 'A very dull old gentleman,' he thought. 'I 
^vender what his goblets may be worth.' " 



The consummate assurance of Master Fran(;ois's 

entrance into the house of Enguerrand de la Feuillee, 

seigneur de Brisetout, bailly du Patatrac, and the 

sardonic swagger of his exit represent traits which, 

I different characters, Stevenson never tired of 
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delineating. Bravado is perhaps the most frequcni 
propertj' of his people. In his bad mea, like the 
Master, it is made into a fascinating vice of pride- 
In his likeable characters it becomes a charming 
vanity. Its extremes are perhaps in the Master aiw! 
in Alan Breck. But between these two are a num- 
ber of people who have it in milder, more intel- 
lectual or whimsical form, people who are a sort oi 
humorous exaggeration of the sentiments of certain 
of his essays. Of this t>-pe Leon Berthelini b 
"Providence and the Guitar," and Desprez in "The 
Treasure of Franchard," arc the two most emtneni 
examples. 

Monsieur Leon Berthelini, strolling player and 
man of temper, fallen among the disenchantmenU 
of Hfe, or, more exactly, finding himself stranded in 
the hostile town of Castel-le-Gachis, where the com- 
missary of police is a boor and the cafe audiences 
unfeeling, not to mention the odious character •>' 
the landlord of the Black Head Hotel. Monsieur 
Leon and Elvira, his wife, in these untoward at* 
cumstances, attempt to play the part of pcripatc' 
philosophers. At least Leon does — ^he has 
difficulty at first in converting his wife to hedoni 
stoicism. . The night is damp and she fears for 
voice. Leon is more successful with a young , 
trian named Slubbs, a Cambridge undergradu^*^ 
whom they find asleep in the fields to the west of 
town. Stubbs is a good, honest sort, and tvta. 
he is just now short of cash, he is going (o b^j 
banker. But for the present evening he ts 
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to talk about art and the stars, and to put his re- 
spectable profession in the balance with Leon's. 
■'Vnd here lies the point of the story, which, lil<e 
'everal other of Stevenson's morahlies, has begun 
■ ith completely humorous unconcern, and will, in 
■^ct, not once need to change the tone to the moral 
•^nd- Let us look at the end- 

Wadamc's artistic fear for her voice having be- 
come excessive, the trio are now seeking in earnest 
'<»r some kind of shelter. 



"Leon strode ahead as if he knew exactly where 
"c w^as going; the sobs of Madame were still faintly 
audible, and no one uttered a word. A dog barked 
'Uriously in a court-yard as they went by; then the 
'^"Urdi clock struck two, and many domestic clocks 
''-»llowcd or preceded it in piping tones. ,\nd just 
'•^cn Berthelini spied a light. It burned in a small 
"Oujsj on the outskirts of the town, and thither the 
P*-rty now directed their steps. 

" 'It is always a chance,' said Leon. 
"The house in question stood back from the 
^itet behind an open space, part garden, part turnip 
"t^ld; and several outhouses stood fonvard from 
*iiher wing at right angles to the front. One of 
these had recently undergone some change. An 
enormous window, looking towards the north, had 
been effected in the wall and roof, and Leon began 
lo hope it was a studio. 

" 'If it's only a painter.' he said, with a cbockte. 
'ten to one we get as good a welcome as we waot.' 
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" 'I thought painters were principally poor,' sairf 
Stubbs. 

" 'Ah,' cried Leon, 'you do not know the world 
as I do. The poorer the better for us.' 

"And the trio advanced into the turnip field, 

"The light was in the ground floor; as one win* 
dow was brightly illuminated and two others mort 
faintly, it might be supposed that there was a single 
lamp in one comer of a large apartment ; and a cer- 
tain tremulousness and temporary dwindling showed 
that a live fire contributed to the effect. The sounJ 
of a voice now became audible; and the trespasser 
paused to listen. It was pitched in a high, angry 
key, but had still a good, full, and masculine note 
in it. The utterance was voluble, too voluble cvai 
to be quite distinct; a stream of words, rising and 

fallmo with ouor aruf acraln 9 nhrau thmom nnl bf 
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, bat the habit of childhood prevailed, and he 

»ed himself devoutly. He had met several 

len in his career. It was obvious that his in- 

1 had not deceived him, for the male voice broke 

ii instantly in a towering passion. 

The undergraduate, who had not understood the 

ificance of the woman's contribution, pricked up 

ars at the change upon the man. 

There's going to be a free fight,' he opined. 

lerc was another retort from the woman, still 
I but a little higher. 

'Hysterics?' asked Leon of his wife. 'Is that 
Stage direction?' 

*How should I know?' returned Elvira, some- 
t tartly. 

'Oh, woman, woman!" said Leon, beginning to 
I the guitar-case. 'It is one of the burdens of 
llife. Monsieur Stubbs; they support each other; 
' always pretend there is no system: they say 
nature. Even Madame Berthelini who is a 
tatic artist !' 
'You are heartless, Leon,' said Elvira; 'that 

a is in trouble.' 
'And the man, my angel?' inquired Berthelini, 
; the ribbon of his guitar. '.\nd the man, 
trf 

'He is a man,' she answered. 
"Yon hear that?' said Leon to Stubbs. 'It is 
too late for you. Mark the intonation. And 
,' be continued, 'what arc we to give them?' 
'Are you going to sing?' asked Stubbs. 
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" "I am a troubadour,' replied Leon. 1 clainii 
welcome by and for my art. If I were a 
could I do as much?' 

" 'Well, you wouldn't need, you know,' answer 
the undergraduate. 

" 'Egad,' said Leon, 'but that's true. Elvira, tl 
is true.' 

" 'Of course it is," she replied. 'Did yoti fl 
know it?' 

" 'My dear,' answered Leon, impressively, 'I knc 
nothing but what is agreeable. Even my knowlcd 
of life is a work of art superiorly composed- E 
what are we to give them? It should be soroethil 
appropriate.' 

"Visions of 'Let dogs delight' passed through tl 
imdergraduate's mind ; but it occurred to him th 
the poetry was English and that he did not kno 
the air. Hence he contributed no suggestion. 

" 'Something about our houselessness,' said E 
vira. 

" 'I have it,' cried Leon. And he broke forth into 
a song of Pierre Dupont's : — 

"Saves-vous oH gite 
Mai, ce joli moisf 

"Elvira joined in ; so did Stubbs. with a good *^^* 
and voice, but an imperfect acquaintance with *■ '' 
music. Leon and the guitar were equal to the sit* * 
tion. The actor dispensed his throat-notes yr'^ 
prodigality and enthusiasm; and, as he looked 
to heaven in his heroic way, tossing the black 
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lets, it seemed to him that the very stars contributed 
a dumb applause to his efforts, and the universe lent 
hiin its silence for a chorus. That is one of the 
best features of the heavenly bodies, that they beloug 
to ei-'erybody in particular; and a man like Leon, a 
chronic Endymion who managed to get along with- 
out encouragement, is always the world's centre for 
himself. 

"He alone — and it is to be noted, he was the 
worst singer of the three — took the music seriously 
to heart, and judged the serenade from a high ar- 
tistic point of view. Elvira, on the other hand, was 
preoccupied about their reception; and, as for 
Stubbs, he considered the whole affair in the light 
of a broad joke. 

" 'Know you the lair of May, the lovely month ?' 
went the three voices in the turnip field. 

"The inhabitants were plainly fluttered; the light 
moved to and fro, strengthening in one window, 
paling in another; and then the door was thrown 
open, and a man in a blouse appeared on the thresh- 
old carrying a lamp. He was a powerful young 
fellow, witli bewildered hair and beard, wearing his 
neck open; his blouse was stained with oil-colours 
in a harlequinesque disorder; and there was some- 
thing rural in the droop and bagginess of his belted 
trousers. 

"From immediately behind him, and indeed over 

his shoulder, a woman's face looked out into the 

darkness; it was pale and a little weary, although 

Hill young; it wore a dwindling, disappearing pretti- 
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ness, soon to be quite gone, and the expression » 
both gentle and sour, and reminded one faintly 6 
the taste of certain drugs. For all that, it was i 
a face to dishke ; when the prettiness had vanished 
it seemed as if a certain pale beauty might step ii 
to take its place ; and as both the mildness and t 
asperity were characters of youth, it might be hoped! 
that, with years, both would merge into a constat)^ 
brave, and not unkindly temper. 

"'What is all this?' cried the man. 

"Leon had his hat in his hand at once. He can 
forward with his customary grace; it was a to 
ment which would have earned him a round i 
cheering on the stage. Elvira and Stubbs ad\'anca 
behind him, like a couple of Admetus' sheep I 
lowing the god Apollo. 

" 'Sir,' said Leon, 'the hour is unpardonabljr I, 
and our little serenade has the air of an impertinenc< 
Believe me, sir, it is an appeal. Monsieur is ] 
artist, I perceive. We are here three artists h 
nighted and without shelter, one a woman — a c 
cate woman — in evening dress — in an interesting si 
nation. This will not fail to touch the womanl 
heart of Madame, whom I perceive indistinctly t 
hind Monsieur her husband, and whose face speak 
eloquently of a well-regulated mind. Ah I Moi 
sieur, Madame — one generous movement, and yo 
make three people happy ! Two or three hours bi 
side your fire — I ask it of Monsieur in the name c 
Art — I ask it of Madame by the sanctity of woi 
hood.' 
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E two, as by a tacit consent, drew back from 
'door. 

e in.* said the man. 

ez, Madame," said the woman. 

Tie door opened directly upon the kitchen of 

which was to all appearance the only sit- 

f-room. The furniture was both plain and 

y; but there were one or two landscapes on 

I handsomely framed, as if they had already 

I the committee-rooms of an exhibition and 

ice extruded. Leon walked up to the pic- 

I represented the part of a connoisseur be- 

t each in turn, with his usual dramatic insight 

X. The master of the house, as if irresistibly 

(Bcted. followed him from canvas to canvas with 

Elvira was led directly to the fire, where 

I proceeded to warm herself, while Stubbs stood 

e middle of the floor and followed the procecd- 

f Leon with mild astonishment in his eyes. 

ou should see them by daylight,' said the 

P*I promise myself that pleasure,' said Leon. 

g possess, sir, if you will permit me an observa- 

, the art of composition to a T.' 
^*You are very good," returned the other. 'But 

1 you not draw nearer to the fire ?' 
If "With all my heart,' said Leon. 

And the whole party soon gathered at the table 

^a hasty and not an elegant cold supper, washed 

1 with the least of small wines. Nobody liked 

Imeal, but nobody complained; they put a good 
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face upon it, one and all. and made a great clattering 
of knives and forks. To see Leon eating a single 
cold sausage was to see a triumph ; by the time h* 
had done he had got through as much pantominv* 
as would have sufficed for a baron of beef, and H-* 
had the relaxed expression of the over-eaten. 

"As Elvira had naturally taken a place by the 5i<'-' 
of Leon, and Stubbs as naturally, although I belieV' 
unconsciously, by the side of Elvira, the host aT*' 
hostess were left together. Yet it was 
that they never addressed a word to 
nor so much as suffered their eyes to meet. TF» 
interrupted skirmish still survived in ill feeling; ast^^ 
the instant the guests departed it would break for**' 
again as bitterly as ever. The talk wandered fro*''' 
this to that subject — for with one accord the par«^* 
had declared it was too late to go to bed; but iho^^* 
two never relaxed towards each other; Goneril ar^*° . 
Regan in a sisterly tiff were not more bent on e*^^^** ] 
niity. 

"It chanced that Elvira was so much tired by a -^ 
the little excitements of the night, that for once sh^^^ 



the host an-^^ 
s to be note^-^ J 
I each othe*^* 
1 mppt. TF» ^ ' 




udying her with looks between contempt and 
envy. 

"It occurred to Leon that his constitution de- 
manded the use of some tobacco; and he undid his 
fingers from Elvira's in order to roll a cigarette. 
It was gently done, and he took care that his in- 
dulgence should in no other way disturb his wife's 
position. But it seemed to catch the eye of the 
painter's wife with a special significancy. She 
looked straight before her for an instant, and then, 
with a swift and stealthy movement, took hold of 
her husband's hand below the table, Alas! she 
might have spared herself the dexterity. For the 
poor fellow was so overcome by this caress that he 
stopped with his mouth open in the middle of a 
word, and by the expression of his face plainly de- 
clared to all the company that his thoughts had been 
diverted into softer channels, 

"If it had not been rather amiable, it would have 
been absurdly droll. His wife at once withdrew 
her touch; but it was plain she had to exert some 
force. Thereupon the young man coloured and 
looked for a moment beautiful. 

"Leon and Elvira both observed the by-play, and 
a shock passed from one to the other ; for they were 
inveterate match-makers, especially between those 
who were already married. 

" 'I beg your pardon,' said Leon, suddenly. 'I 
see no use in pretending. Before we came in here 
we heard sounds indicating — if I may so express 
ryself — an imperfect harmony.' 



yourself, Monsieur and Ma 
she passed Stubbs over» 'tha 
a dauber, an incompetent, n( 
— receives this morning an : 
tmcle — an uncle of my owi 
and tenderly beloved— of a 
htmdred and fifty potmds a 
ture to yourself! — ^he refuse 
sake of Art, he says. Look 
at it I Is it fit to be seen? 
sold? And it is for this, I 
that he condemns me to the 
ence, without luxuries, with 
suburb of a country town. ' 
— ^je ne me tairai pas— c'est 
take these gentlemen and th 
this kind? is it decent? is 
deserve better at his hands af 
and' — (a visible hitch) — 'dc 
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It has this distinction,' said the wife, 'that no- 

wiU buy it.' 
'I should have supposed a clerkship — ' began 
bbs. 

'Art is Art,' swept in Leon. 'I salute Art. It 
; beautiful, the divine; it is the spirit of the 
Id, and the pride of life. But — ' .\nd the 
r paused. 

' 'A clerkship—' began Stubbs. 
' '111 tell you what it is,' said the painter. 'I am 
rtisi, and as this gentleman says, Art is this and 
other; but of course, if my wife is going to 
e my Hfe a piece of perdition all day long, I pre- 
lo go and drown myself out of hand.' 
'Go!' said his wife. 'I should like to see youl' 
*I was going to say.' resumed Stubbs, 'that a 
,■ may be a clerk and paint almost as much as 
ikes. I know a fellow in a bank who makes cap- 
water-colour sketches; he even sold one for 
n-and-six.' 

both the women this seemed a plank of 
ty; each hopefully interrogated the countenance 
her lord; even Elvira, an artist herself I — but 
1 there must be something permanently mer- 
ile in the female nature. Tlie two men cx- 
1 a glance ; it was tragic ; not otherwise might 
philosophers salute, as at the end of a laborious 
each recognised that he was still a mystery to 

narose. 
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" 'Art is Art," he repeated sadly. 'It is not water- 
colour sketches, nor practising on a piano. It b a 
life to be lived." 

" 'And in the meantime people starve !' observed 
the woman of the house. 'If that's a life, i( is not 
one for me." 

"'I'll tell you what,' burst forth Leon; 'you. 
Madame, go into another room and talk it over with 
my wife; and I'll stay here and talk it over with 
your husband. It may come to nothing, but lets 
try.' 

" 'I am very willing,' replied the young wotnan: 
and she proceeded to light a candle. 'This way if 
you please.' And she led Elvira upstairs into a bed- 
room. 'The fact is,' said she, sitting down, 'tlial- 
my husband cannot paint.' 

" 'No more can mine act,' replied Elvira. 

" 'I should have thought he could,' returned tl 
other ; 'he seems clever.' 

" 'He is so, and the best of men besides,' 
Elvira; 'but he cannot act.' 

" 'At least he is not a sheer humbug like rainei 
he can at least sing.' 

" 'You mistake Leon,' returned his wife. ■ 
'He does not even pretend to sing ; he has too f 
a taste ; he does so for a living. And belie%"e t 
neither of the men are humbugs. They are |: 
with a mission— which they cannot carry out.' 

" 'Humbug or not,' replied the other, 'you t 
very near passing the night in the fields; and. i 
my part, I live in terror of sUrvation. 
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t it was a man's mission to think twice about his 
wife. But it appears not. Nothing is their mission 
but to play tlie fool. Oh!' she broke out, 'is it not 
something dreary to think of that man of mine? 
If he could only do it, who would care? But no — 
not he — no more than I can !' 
H^' 'Have you any children ?' asked Elvira. 
^Jl'N'o; but ihen I may.' 

^F* 'Children change so much,' said Elvira, with a 
aigfa. 

"And just then from the room below there flew 
up a sudden snapping cord on the guitar; one fol- 
lowed after another; then the voice of Leon joined 
in ; and there was an air being played and sung that 
'!oppcd the speech of the two women. The wife of 
■ic painter stood like a person transfixed; Elvira, 
king into her eyes, could see all manner of beaii- 
uiul memories and kind thoughts that were passing 
in and out of her soul with ever)' note; it was a 
piece of her youth that went before her; a green 
Frrnch plain, the smell of apple-flowers, the far 
and shining ringlets of a river, and the words and 
mce of love, 
con has hit the nail,' thought Elvira to her- 
" wonder how.* 

e how was plain enough. Leon had asked the 

^ler if there were no air connected with court- 

t and pleasant times; and having learned what 

, and allowed an interval to pass, he had 

1 forth into 
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"O mon amanle, 

O tnott desir, 

Sachons cueilHr 
L'heure charmante! 

" 'Pardon me, Madame,' said the painter's wife, 
'your husband sings admirably well.' 

" 'He sings that with some feeling," replied El- 
vira, critically, although she was a little mo^■ed 
herself, for the song cut both ways in ihc upper 
chamber; 'but it is as an actor and not as a musician. 

" 'Life is very sad.' said the other; 'it so wasto- 
away under one's fingers.' 

" 'I have not found it so," repUed Elvira. 1 
think the good parts of it last and grow greater evctj 
day.' 

" 'Frankly, how would you advise me?' 

" 'Frankly I would let my husband do what hi 
wished. He is obviously a very loving painter; yoi 
have not yet tried him as a clerk. And you know— 
if it were only as the possible father of your chit 
dren — it is as well to keep him at his best-' 

" 'He is an excellent fellow.' said the wife. 

"They kept it up till sunrise with music and al 
manner of good-fellowship; and at sunrise, whik 
the sky was still temperate and clear, they separated 
on the threshold with a thousand excellent wtshei 
for each other's welfare. Castel-le-Gachis was be 
ginning to send up its smoke against the golda 
East ; and the church bell was ringing six. 

" 'My guitar is a familiar spirit,' said Leon, as H 
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and Elvira took the nearest way toward the inn; 
'it i^suscitated a Commissary, created an English 
tourist, and reconciled a man and wife/ 

"Stubbs, on his part, went off into the morning 
with reflections of his own. 

" *They are all mad,' thought he, 'all mad — ^but 
wonderfully decent/ " — ^"Providence and the Gui- 
tar," New Arabian Nights. 

This story, which so directly reflects the argu- 
ments of "An Apology for Idlers," as well as Ste- 
venson's own experiences in regard to the family 
profession, might well be called an "Idyll for Op- 
timists." "Even my knowledge of life is a work 
of art superiorly composed," says Leon. And some- 
where else Stevenson remarks characteristically, "I 
would do nothing that I cannot do smiling." This 
selective or creative optimism is the very opposite 
of going blind to the facts. It implies an intense 
realization of the other possible judgments in the 
case and a careful choice — some would say a per- 
verse choice. At all events, Stevenson's optimism 
never lacks humor. It pokes fun at itself and keeps 
perfectly sane in the midst of its own extravagance. 
For Stevenson is a critic of optimism as well as an 
optimist. 

VI 

There is another yam, written in 1883, five years 
later, where this critical philosophy (gleanings from 
Epictetus, if you like) is put into narrative form, 
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an extravaganza called "The Treasure of Fra*- 
chard." Desprez, the sublimely ridiculous phan- 
tasist, is one more of Stevenson's insuppressibla. 
He is a theorist, especially of optimisms, but he ti 
at his elbow an admirable imp who pricks his ti 
flations as often as they swell. Desprez and Jcai 
Marie are sublime theory and natural sense, and it 
hard to say which is the more captivating reasonef. 
Jean-Marie, a waif whom Desprez has adoptt^ 
grows up at the doctor's elbow and learns from 
theory. One of the first things he learns is that 
it is wrong to steal — though he himself has bceB 
forced to steal in order to keep alive. Here is a bit 
of their ethical dialogue on a morning when the 
doctor has risen early only to find Jean-Marie t^ 
before him. 

" 'And why do you rise early in the morning? 
he pursued. 

"Jean-Marie, after a long silence, professed thit 
he hardly knew. 

" 'You hardly know ?' repeated Desprez, "We 
hardly know anything, my man, imiil wc Vy » 
leam. Interrogate your consciousness. CaX, 
push me this inquiry home. Do you like il?' 

" 'Yes,' said the boy slowly; 'yes. I like it.' 

" 'And why do you like it ?' continued the Doctor. 

"'(We are now pursuing the Socratic method.) 
Why do you like it?' 

" 'It is quiet,' answered Jean-Marie; 'and I h»vi 
nothing to do; and then I feel as if I were goodi 
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ft^Doctor Desprez took a seat on the post at the 
•osite side. He was beginning to take an interest 
: talk, for the boy plainly thought before he 
:e, and tried to answer truly. 'It appears you 
have a taste for feeling good," said the Doctor. 
'Now, there you puzzle me extremely ; for I thought 
you said you were a thief; and the two are incom- 
patible,' 

" 'Is it very bad to steal?' asked Jean-Marie. 

" 'Such is the general opinion, little boy,' replied 
the Doctor. 

" 'No ; but I mean as I stole,' exclaimed the other. 
'For I had no choice. I think it is surely right to 
have bread ; it must be right to have bread, there 
comes so plain a want of it. And then they beat me 
cruelly if I returned with nothing,' he added. 'I 
was not ignorant of right and wrong; for before 
that I had been well taught by a priest, who was 
very kind to me.' (The Doctor made a horrible 
grimace at the word 'priest,') 'But it seemed to 
me, when one had nothing to eat and was beaten, it 
was a different affair. I would not have stolen for 
tartlets, I believe; but any one would steal tor 
baker's bread.' 

" 'And so I suppose,' said the Doctor, with a rising 
sneer, 'yon prayed God to forgive you, and ex- 
plained the case to Him at length.' 

" 'Why, sir?' asked Jean-Marie. 'I do not see,' 

" 'Your priest would see, however,' retorted Des- 
prez. 

" "Would he?" asked the boy, troubled for the first 
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time. 'I should have thought God would h*n 
known.' 

" 'Eh?' snarled the Doctor, 

" 'I should have thought God would have under- 
stood me,' replied the other. 'You do not, I see; 
but then it was God that made me think so, wu il 
not?'" 



Especially does Jean-Marie learn from this rati- 
ocinator of Grez (Stevenson has most channingiy 
framed the legend among his early haunts) all aboui 
the blessings of simple forest life as compared wilii 
the luxuries of Paris. Desprez does not dare tu 
hve in Paris because of his bibulous and spendthnfi 
propensities. Forced to live in Grez, it is llie la" 
of golden mediocrity as laid down by the ancients, 
to whom it was given to do nothing too much, ihai 
forms the basis of his creed. But he never wishdj 
to be taken literally or denied the chance of wj 
ceptions. Jean-Marie, however, transforms ' 
ratiocinations so rapidly into natural sense ; 
sticks to that so tenaciously, that the doctor is 
wholly pleased with the result. The trouble is t 
Jean-Marie's logic, which has an unanswcra 
naivetf, does not leave room for that play of fai 
which, in the doctor's enjoyable optimisms, is \ 
most essential element. 

So, when it happens that Doctor Desprei, scare 
ing for herbs to study for his "Comparative Pl»n 
copceia," discovers the legendary treasure of Fn 
chard — plates of gold and a huge coffer — and v 
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his inugination, inetantly transcending all his doc- 
trines of golden mediocrity, soars Paris-ward bear- 
ing Anastasie his wife and Jean- Marie to the 
heights of social grandeur, the imp suffers a great 
disillusionment. He docs the one practical and use- 
ful thing. He again pricks the inflation — that is. 
he steals the treasure. This is not the end of the 
story, of course; but it is a climax after which 
nothing matters. And I am not sure but that it is 
max of comic proportion such as you will hardly 
] outside of Moli^re. 

Here is the doctor in the morning, the sublime 
luster whirling himself superiorly in the air on 
I pinions of fancy as he and Jean-Marie, actually 
wir two-wheeled noddy, pitch and jerk along the 
1 toward Franchard. Desprez is giving him a 
tory of the place. 



" "Singular being!' said Desprei. 'But I divagate 

(! perceive in a thousand ways that I grow old). 

lard was at length destroyed in the English 

the same that levelled Grez. But — here is 

1 point — the hermits (for there were already more 

1 one) had foreseen the danger and carefully 

pealed the sacrificial vessels. These vessels were 

I monstrous value, Jean-Marie — monstrous value 

riceless, we may say; exquisitely worked, of 

[uistte material. And now, mark me. ihcy have 

(er been found. In the reign of Louis Quatorze 

■ fellows were digging hard by the ruins. Sud- 

Bly— tockl — the spade hit upon an obstacle. 
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Imagine the men looking one to another; imagine 
how their hearts bounded, how their colour came 
and went. It was a coffer, and in Franchard the 
place of buried treasure. They tore it open like 
famished beasts. Alas! it was not the treasure; 
only some priestly robes, which, at the touch of the 
eating air, fell upon tliemselves and instantly wasted 
into dust. The perspiration of these good fellowt 
turned cold upon them, Jean-Marie. I will pledge 
my reputation, if there was anything like a cutting 
wind, one or other had a pneumonia for his trouble.' 

" 'I should like to have seen them turning into 
dust,' said Jean-Marie. 'Otherwise, I should not 
have cared so greatly.' 

" 'You have no imagination,' cried the Doctor. 
'Picture to yourself the scene. Dwell on the idea 
— a great treasure lying in the earth for centuries:. 
the material for a giddy, copious, opulent existeiKC 
not employed; dresses and exquisite pictures on- 
seen; the swiftest galloping horses not stirring a< 
hoof, arrested by a spell; women wilh the beautiful 
faculty of smiles, not smiling; cards, dice, open. 
sin^ng, orchestras, castles, beautiful parks and gar* 
dens, big ships with a tower of sailcloth, all lyii^ 
unborn in a coffin — and the stupid trees growing 
overhead in the sunlight, year after year. The 
thought drives one frantic' 

" 'It is only money." replied Jean-Marie. 
would do harm.' 

" 'O come!' cried Desprez. 'that is philosophy; it 
is all very fine, but not to the point just now. And 
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besides, it is not "only money," as you call it; there 
are works of art in the question; the vessels were 
carved. You speak like a child. You weary me 
ngly. quoting my words out of all logical 
ction. like a parroquet.' 
" '.'\nd at any rate we have nothing to do with 
it.' returned the boy submissively. 

"They struck the Route Ronde at that moment; 
and the sudden change of the rattling causeway com- 
bined, with the Doctor's irritation, to keep him silent. 
The noddy jigged along; the trees went by, looking 
on silently, as if they had something on their ininds. 
The Quadrilateral was passed ; then came Fran- 
chard. They put up the horse at the little solitary 
inn, and went forth strolling. The gorge was dyed 
deeply with heather; the rocks and birches standing 
luminous in the sun, A great humming of bees 
about the flowers disposed Jean-Marie to sleep, and 
he sat down against a clump of heather, while the 
Doctor went briskly to and fro, with quick turns, 
culling his simples. 

"The boy's head had -fallen a little forward, his 
eyes were closed, his fingers had fallen lax about his 
laiees, when a sudden cry called him to his feet. 
It was a strange sound, thin and brief; it fell dead, 
and silence returned as though it had never been 
interrupted. He had not recognised the Doctor's 
voice; but, as there was no one else in all the valley, 
it was plainly the Doctor who had given utterance 
to the sound. He looked right and left, and there 
■ Desprez, standing in a niche between two bout- 
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dewed with tears. Then he flung himself down 
among the heather and once more laughed until the 
Talley rang." 

Desprez decides to telegraph for his brother-in- 
law Casimir — the unromantic, level-headed busi- 
ness man. So they return with the treasure through 
the forest by way of Fontainebleau, Dcsprez im- 
proving his new philosophy with every mile, and 
laised, if that were possible, slightly above the acme 
of his own temperament by a bottle of English ale 
drunk at an inn. 



'"Beautiful forest,' he cried, 'farewell! Though 
called to other scenes, I will not forget thee. Thy 
name is graven in my heart. Under the influence 
of prosperity I become dithyrambic, Jean-Marie. 
Such is the impulse of the natural soul: such was 
the constitution of primicval man. And I — well, I 
will not refuse the credit — I have preser\'ed ray 
youth like a virginity; another, who should have 
led the same snoozing, countrified existence for 
•!ir5e years, another had become rusted, become 
cncotj-pe; but I, I praise my happy constitution, 
: Lain the spring unbroken. Fresh opulence and a 
new sphere of duties find me unabated in ardour 
and only more mature by knowledge. For this 
prospective change, Jean-Marie — it may probably 
have shocked you. Tell me now, did it not strike 
jtju as an inconsistency? Confess — it is useless to 
-it pained youi^ 
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" "Yes," said the boy. 

" 'You see.' returned the Doctor, with sublime 
fatuity, 'I read your thoughts I Nor am I sur^ 
prised — your education is not yet complete; (h« 
higher duties of men have not been yet presented to 
you fully. A hint — till we have leisure — must suffice. 
Now that I am once more in possession of a modest 
competence ; now that I have so long prepared my- 
self in silent meditation, it becomes my superior du^ 
to proceed to Paris. My scientific training, my un- 
doubted command of language, mark me out for the 
service of my country. Modesty in such a case 
would be a snare. If sin were a philosophical ex- 
pression, I should call it sinful. A man must not 
deny his manifest abilities, for that is to evade hta 
obligations. I must be up and doing ; I must be no 
skulker in life's battle,' 

"So he rattled on, copiously greasing the joint 
of his inconsistency with words; while the boy 
listened silently, his eyes fixed on the horse, hil 
mind seething, It was all lost eloquence; no array 
of words could unsettle a belief of Jean-Maric'sj 
and he drove into Fontainebleau filled with pity, 
horror, indignation, and despair. 

"In the town Jean-Marie was kept a fixture < 
the driving-seat, to guard the treasure; while tl 
Doctor, with a singidar, slightly tipsy airiness ol 
manner, fluttered in and out of cafes, where 
shook hands with garrison officers, and mixed 
absinthe with the nicety of old experience; in and 
out of shops, from which he returned laden wil 
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tly fruits, real turtle, a magnificent piece of silk 
for his wife, a preposterous cane for himself, and 
, a kepi of the newest fashion for the boy; in and 
t of the telegraph office, whence he despatched 
I telegram, and where three hours later he received 
I answer promising a visit on the morrow; and 
illy pervaded Fontainebleau with the first fine 
1 of his divine good humour, 
e sun was very low when they set forth again ; 
t shadows of the forest trees extended across the 
tad white road that led them home ; the penetrat- 
p odour of the evening wood had already arisen, 
ea cloud of incense, from that broad field of tree- 
; and even in the streets of the town, where the 
t had been baked all day between white walls, it 
in whiffs and pulses. like a distant music, 
idf-way home, the last gold flicker vanished from 
at oak upon the left ; and when they came forth 
"ond the borders of the wood, the plain was al- 
dy sunken in pearly greyness, and a great, pale 
I came swinging skyward through the filmy 



Tie Doctor sang, the Doctor whistled, the Doc- 
r talked. He spoke of the woods, and the wars, 
I the deposition of dew; he brightened and bab- 
ied of Paris; he soared into cloudy bombast on the 
glories of the political arena. All was to be changed ; 
I the day departed, it took with it the vestiges of 
potttwom existence, and to-morrow's sun was to 
Hgurate the new. 'Enough,' he cried, 'of this life 
■ation!" His wife (still beautiful, or he was 
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"heir entrance into Grez was heralded and 

mpanied by a most furious barking; all the 

I the village seemed to smell the treasure in 

I noddy. But there was no one in the street, save 

lounging landscape painters at Tentaillon's 

Jean-Marie opened the green gate and led 

r horse and carriage; and almost at the same 

Madame Desprez came to tlie kitchen 

ihold with a lighted lantern; for the moon was 

I high enough to clear the garden walls. 

' 'Close the gates, Jean-Marie !* cried the Doctor, 

what unsteadily alighting, '.\nastasie, where 

e has gone to Montereau to see her parents,' 
I madame. 

'Al! is for the best !' exclaimed the Doctor fer- 
lly- 'Here, quick, come near to me; I do not 
I to speak too loud,' he continued. 'Darling, 
: wealthy!' 
["Wealthy!' repeated the wife. 
"1 have found the treasure of Franchard," re- 
I her husband. 'See, here are the first fruits; 
ptneapple, a dress for my ever-beautiful — it will 
it her — trust a husband's, trust a lover's, taste I 
iiibrace me, darling! This grimy episode is over; 
the butterfly unfolds its painted wings. To-morrow _ 
Casimir will come; in a week we may be in Paris- 
bappy at last! You shall have diamonds. Jean-~ 
, take it out of the boot, with religious care, 
^ bring it piece by piece into the dining-room. We 
1 have plate at table ! Darling, hasten and pre- 
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! fire of his enthusiasm, her timidity had disap- 
peared ; she, too, had begun to speak disparagingly 
of the hfc at Grez; and as she took her place and 
helped Ihe soup, her eyes shone with the glitter of 
pruspective diamonds. 

"All through the meal, she and the Doctor made 
and unmade fairy plans. They bobbed and Ixjwed 
and pledged each other. Their faces ran over with 
smiles; their eyes scattered sparkles, as they pro- 
jected the Doctor's political honours and the lady's 
drawing-room ovations. 
" 'But you will not be a Red!' cried Anastasie. 
Hf"I am Left Centre to the core,' replied the 
Ktor. 

^B* 'Madame Gastein will present us — we shall find 
^■selves forgotten,' said the lady. 
^P 'Never,' protested the Doctor. 'Beauty and 
talent leave a mark.' 

" 'I have positively forgotten how to dress,' she 
sighed. 

*' 'Darling, you make me blush,* cried he. "Yours 
has been a tragic marriage !' 

" 'But your success — to see you appreciated, hon- 
Cnired, your name in all the papers, that will be more 
than pleasure — it will be heaven I' she cried. 

" 'And once a week.' said the Doctor, archly scan- 
bing the syllables, 'once a week — one good litOe 
game of baccarat ?' 

" 'Only once a week?' she questioned, threatening 
Itim with a finger. 
_** 'I swear it by my political honour,' cried he. 
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" 'I spoil you,' she said, and gave him her hand. 

"He covered it with kisses, 

"Jean-Marie escaped into the night. The moon 
swung high over Grez. He went down to the gar- 
den end and ?3t on the jetty. The river ran by with 
eddies of oily silver, and a low, monotonous song. 
Faint veils of mist moved among the poplars on (he 
farther side. The reeds were quietly nodding. A 
hundred times already had the boy sat, on such a 
night, and watched the streaming river with un- 
troubled fancy. And this perhaps was to be the 
last. He was to leave this familiar ham]et, this 
green, rustling country, this bright and quiet stream; 
he was to pass into the great city; his dear lady 
mistress was to move bedizened into saloons; his 
good, garrulous, kind-hearted master to become a 
hrawHng deputy; and both be lost for ever to Jean- 
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repeated. And he rose and relumed to the 
house. 
I "The next morning there was a most unusual oiit- 
^^gr in the Doctor's house. The last thing before 
^^■ng to bed, the Doctor had locked up some valu- 
^Bks in the dining-room cupboard ; and behold, 
' when he rose again, as he did about four o'clock, 
the cupboard had been broken open, and the valu- 
ables in question had disappeared. Madame and 
Jean-Marie were summoned from their rooms, and 
appeared in hasty toilets; they found the Doctor 
raving, calling the heavens to witness and avenge his 
injury, pacing the room bare-footed, with the tails 
of his night-shirt flirting as he turned. 

'* 'Gone I' he said ; 'the things arc gone, the for- 
tune gone ! We are paupers once more. Boy I what 
^dpyou know of this? Speak up. sir, speak up. Do 
^Htt know of it ? Where are they ?' He had him by 
^^■ann, shaking him like a bag. and the boy's words, 
^^■le had any, were jolted forth in inarticulate niur- 
^^■rs. The Doctor, with a revulsion from his own 
^Blence, set him down again. He observed .'Vnas- 
^^Kic in tears. 'Anastasic,' he said, in quite an 
altered voice, 'compose yourself, command your feel- 
ings. I would not have you give way to passion like 
the vulgar. This — this trifling accident must be 
lived down. Jean-Marie, bring me my smaller med- 
icine chest. A gentle laxative is indicated.' 

"And he dosed the family all around, leading the 
way himself with a double quantity. The wretched 
istasic, who had never been ill in the whole course 
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of her existence, and whose soul recoiled from mw- 
dies, wept floods of tears as she sipped, and shud- 
dered and protested, and then was bullied and 
shouted at until she sipped again. As for Jean- 
Marie, he took his portion down with stoicism. 

" 'I have given him a less amount,' observed ihe 
Doctor, 'his youth protecting him against emotion. 
And now that we Iiave thus parried any morbid con- 
sequences, let us reason.' 

" 'I am so cold," wailed Anastasie. 

" 'Cold!' cried the Doctor, 'I give thanks to CJod 
that I am made of fierier material. Why, madame. 
a blow like this would set a frog into a transpiration 
If you are cold, you can retire; and. by the way, 
you might throw me down my trousers. It is 
chilly for the legs.' " 
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^me and told me so himself, I should not believe 
liim ; and if I did believe him, so tmphcit is my trust, 
I should conclude that he had acted for the best.' ' 
Well, well,' said Casimir, indulgently. 'Have you 
n light? I must be going.' " 

The rationalization of the Doctor now follows. 
A tornado blows down his house, his investments in 
"Turks," which Casimir has vainly tried to make 
him sell, go to smash. He is ruined. And mean- 
while Jean-Marie watches dolefuly for the proper 
moment. At last it arrives. Of course, they all 
think that Jean-Marie has deserted them when he 
saw that nothing more was to be gained. Romantic 
Optimism. Female Propriety. Practical Unim- 
portance — Desprez, Anastasie, Casimir, that is — all 
Ihink that perverse Natural Sense has turned hypo- 
crite. He has, however, only gone to fetch, at the 
right moment, their sine qua non. 

" 'Hullo,' cried Casimir, 'there goes the stable- 
boy with his luggage; no, egad, he is taking it into 
the inn.* 

"And sure enough. Jean-Marie was seen to cross 
the snowy street and enter Tentaillon's, staggering 
Under a large hamper. 

"The Doctor stopped with a sudden, wild hope. 

" "What can he have?" he said. 'Let us go and 
sec.' And he hurried on. 

" 'His luggage, to be sure,' answered Casimir. 
*Hc is on the move — thanks to the commercial 
lation.* 
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" "Caiimif," said Desprez, raising his wet face, 'do 
you see Ihat boy, that angel boy? He is the thief; 
be took the treasure from a man unfit to be en- 
tnisted with its use; he brings it back to me when 
I am sobered and humbled. These, Casimir. arc the 
Fruits of my Teaching, and this moment is the Re- 
ward of my Life.* 

"'Titns,' said Casimir." — "The Treasure of 
Franchard," The Merry Men, etc 

It may be said that in all Stevenson there is but 
one doctrine: Expand the fine and enjoyable part 
of your own nature. Of this Stevenson's philosophy 
U but a constant development and restatement. His 
stories are again and again its illustration. He 
treats the matter in many ways: lightly and per- 
sonally as in "Ordered South" and "An Apology 
for Idlers" ; with calm seriousness as in "Acs 
Tripkx"; whimsically as in "Franchard"; with ter- 
rible force in the parables of Dr. Jckyll and "Mark- 
heim." But it is ever a vision that touches the 
same truth. 
vAnd this is Stevenson's chief claim to distinction 
^Hthat he has made one of the great moral doctrines 
^Vlife vivid, viewed it from every side, understood 
•ll.ils significances, its multiplicity of contacts. The 
ordinary man repeats: "Oh, yes, cheerfulness and 
courage are fine quahttes. Be cheerful, be bra\-c. 
Be on the positive side of life. You will be happier 
and more successful. Stick to your better self, your 
t nature," etc. These are the tedious generalities 
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CHAPTER XII 



THB UIRKOK OF THE SOUTH SEAS 

I 

%Y the time of Stevenson's second brief so- 

f joum in America and departure to the South 

, the public had come to regard him as their 

t entertaining and perhaps their most significant 

it. He humanized afresh and brought into 

I much of the wisdom of the storehouses — 

) that young men of his day were looking for, 

1 might have found in Epictetus, Montaigne. 

irlitt. or Emerson. Stevenson's originality can 

r perceived only by one who comes directly 

from Stevenson's favorite reading in these authors. 

His originahty consisted very largely in learning 

tir careful wisdom with more daring enthusiasm; 

I it is difficult for us of a later generation, which 

■ had its fill of "morals" if ever a generation has 

) realize how fresh, even how revolutionary. 

aison's doctrine sounded to the youth of Eng- 

1 New England who were being brought up 

ally OR the catechism, and who, like their fathers, 

I been taught to sniff the smoke of the under- 
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of experience and out of imagination, but never 
out of dogma or mere theory. 

At the flood-tide of popular interest, and enor- 
mously enhancing the character of it, the adventurer 
in Bctions and moralities embarked on the sea of 
Inic romance. Nothing has ever interested the con- 
lemporarj- world in a literary career so much as the 
voyages of Stevenson in 1888 across the face of 
the Pacific in search of health, and his settling at 
lasl in 1890 on the island of Upolu in Samoa. It 
was wonderfully stirring to the imagination. It 
opened a vista. It taught Europe a new geography. 
That the author of Treasure: island was himself 
chartering a topsail schooner and going on a hunt 
for something more precious than gold, something 
which would perhaps prove to be over the edge of 
tbc map, fascinated all of us in that day. No doubt 
we expected a new marvelous romance of the sea 
as the natural result. And a few of us professed 
to find it in The IVrecker, a tale conceived and wril- 
;i in a ship's cabin. 

But the significant thing about Ste\-enson's South 
t M'ritings, taken as a whole, is not the spirit of 
Tar adventure in them. Though they are most 
fanciful, they are also the most realistically inspired 
of all his work; and their great significance is the 
criticism they make of what seems to most people 
I the realest thing in history — the "success," or, as 
; say in the light of the Great War. the 
', of our commercial civilization. 
) difficult to explain just what this criticism 
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clever adjustments to implacable nature. What is 
he like in this mirror? 

The sight at first disgusts, then fascinates, and 
at tast inspires. Man is still so much an animal; yes, 
but a God-made animal. He is real. He can not be 
denaturalized. He is part of evolution. "I love the 
Polynesian," Stevenson writes to Low: "This civil- 
ization of ours is a dingy, ungentlemanly business; 
it drops out too much of man. and too much of 
that the very beauty of the poor beast ; who has his 
beauties in spite of Zola and Co." 

Out on the borderlands we can see what the ele- 
mental laws really are and what they signify. In 
society, for instance, we talk about private ambi- 
tions; in the borderland that is just a law — it can 
not be escaped — and it is called the law of club and 
fang. How horribly plain that becomes in Jack 
London's Call of the Wild. How the veneer cracks 
off, and how infinitely valuable it at once appears 
to be. Obviously, it is the veneer that we must 
improve, not the law tliat we must try to change. 
For the law is the survival of the fittest, the law 
that includes all others, the law that itself w civiliza- 
tion. It is on this law that the socialistic argument 
depends; for this is also the law of the unity of all 
nature. It is the law which says that we are all 
directed by the same fundamental passions. In 
society we have a saying that one should control 
these passions, and we accordingly describe them 
to suit ideals of self-control, love, honor, loyalty, 
lour parlance. In the far mirror of the sea it is 
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These things, if thoroughly understood are pretty 
definite matters. But Wiltshire is ignorant of the 
exact nature of Falesa superstitiorf; he is fooled by 
Mr. Case into believing that the rule of competi- 
tion has been temporarily suspended in favor of 
cooperation; and he is for some time rather skep- 
tical about the moral value of the universal instinct, 
so far as it concerns the Kanaka girl whom he takes 
to wife. It is a fair confusion, typical of the con- 
flict of notions from which civilized custom has 
arisen. 

Thus the most interesting thing in the story ts 
Wiltshire's psychology. He has been leading a soli- 
tary life on an island where there are no other while 
men. At Falesa there are three — two whites and 
a negro. They will be his rivals in the copra trade; 
but rivalry, with company, is welcome. However, 
it is not exactly rivalry, he is to meet. It is rivalry 
retnoved from all thought of responsibility, trust, 
or justice. Mr. Case, the fakir and sensualist, typi- 
fies the horrible nature of competition under such 
conditions. Wiltshire and Uma, on the other 
hand, have the decent streak in their natures that 
has alwaj-s wrought civilization instead of animal- 
i^m out of human relationships. Its development, 
rider these circumstances, is the essence of the 
■nry. Yet were the plot adapted to a civilized set- 
■ ng this development would not lie any too obvious. 
It requires the beach of Falesa and its morals to 
illustrate the point. 

Wiltshire is welcomed to the beach by Case, who 
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nearly always in Stevenson — about the develop- 
ment of Wiltshire's romantic moral sense, and about 
his true marriage performed by the visiting mission- 
ary. Here there is a curious thing tliat must not 
pass unnoticed- Wiltshire is in a situation that 
would develop a conscience, if ever a man was; 
but between the devotion of Uma, on the one hand, 
and the utter treachery of Case, on the other, he 
acts according to absolute instinct. Convention can 
hardly be said to guide hinj at all. It will occur to 
the reader only afterward that his conduct is just 
what European convention would also demand of 
him. 

This first part of the story, told in Wiltshire's 
peculiarly picturesque vocabulary and strain of orig- 
inal wisdom, is undoubtedly at Stevenson's highest 
pitch. The whole temperament of the trader, as 
a restless vagabond who has yet been forced to do 
a good deal of quiet thinking during long island 
exiles, a man whose morals are not all they should 
be but whose deductions from experience are un- 
questionable, is a careful and serious creation. His 
sentiment and imagination belong to him alone. 
For ninety pages he is a masterpiece. Then the 
plot swallows him, or, rather, cuts him off, and he 
■vanishes, like too many of Stevenson's characters, 
into the mechanics of melodrama. 

I do not mean that there is anything unlikely in 
the "devil work" at the end of "The Beach of 
Falesa." It is true enough to island superstition. 
t compared to the similar coloring in "The Isle 
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more shaq)ly felt than that of weather two 
id miles off. It is this quality of fate m 
civilization that produces its myths. So 
story this quality for a time hides the fact 
te has all along resided with the evil in the 
of evil action, and not in external circum- 
'4taDces. In the end, the more intelligent of the 
characters is brought to imderstand that the results 
arc logicaJ, that the net which encloses him and his 
J pals has not dropped from the sky, but is en- 
vly of their own weaving. Aiiwater is an avenger 
(inly because they make him such. Hence Attwater 
is for them a sort of mythical deity, or, as Herrick 
puts it. he "looks at us and laughs like God." The 
whole thing symbolizes the character of crime and 
of that inly-working power which brings a criminal 
lo justice. 

The story is about three men who are "on the 
beadi" at Papeete. Herrick and Davis, a university 
man and a sea-captain, have seen better days. Huish, 
the cockney, one of Stevenson's masterly creations, 
may be with them as a result of something worse 
than ill-fortune and mere "bad character." Papeete 
would like to be rid of all three, and a golden 
opportimity soon offers, A pest-ridden schooner 
anchors off the harbor, her captain and mate dead 
of the smallpox. Davis, with his pals as mate and 
cook, is put in charge. No one else will touch the 
job. Now there is more than smallpox the matter 
with the FaroJlone, bound "out of 'Frisco for Syd- 
io California champagne." For the cham- 
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^elouslj- good yam for one hundred and thirty pages. 
The fable element now grows in importance and 
yo\i not only have to keep your eyes about you, but 
to cast them back over the beginning, if you hope to 
Understand it from the author's point of \ 
■ Hutsh, Davis, and Herrick are gradations in the 
HDUnige and purpose of evil. Huish is the strongest 
Kf the three because he is beyond pangs of con- 
science and repentance. He never wavers, Davis 
BBld Herrick would Hke to reform if they had a 
neimanent chance — Davis because he is tired of 
Evil life as uncomfortable and unsocial, and Her- 
Ipdc because he has still some shreds of conscience, 
^p is Herrick's conscience that renders him weak, 
Hptsitive. will-less. Though he can rise above some 
■petty dissipation like champagne, he is dominated by 
Bavis in all important decisions. And just so Davis 
K dominated by Huish; for Huish expresses the 
Btrongier side of Davis's character as a force for evil, 
V These three souls play out their little game against 
Ktte. At every turn they lose. Herrick alone, the 
HMalcer, more imaginative, more intelligent nature, 
^bpccives vaguely what is beating them — that it is 
^Kr own evil and not the unfortunate externals in 
^H situation. So when Providence Itself seems to 
Hijve on the scene and rescue them with an un- 
BBJied island containing the gigantic shape of Att- 
■nter, Herrick soon recognizes that this is not be- 
■BBcent Providence, but a terrible ultimate revenge. 
Bhish and Davis go about to conquer it, to conquer 
Htfe! and the irony of the case drives Herrick wild. 
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He attempts suicide, but Attwater rescues hira, and 
ihus his weakness in evil becomes his salvation. So 
it is, in the end, with Davis. Rendered utterly de- 
fenseless, after Huish takes his little fling at Fate 
with a bottle of vitriol, Davis at last discovers, in 
the further nothingness of his resources in evil, hii 
positive freedom. And that is the doctrine which 
Fate really holds for us all. 

So far as the art of the story is concerned, this 
moral is probably insisted on too late. There is the 
usual lack, in Stevenson's longer things, of a definile 
intellectual plan at the start. Though suggested 1^ 
the story of the magic carpet which Herrick tells 
on the beach at Papeete, and by what each man 
wishes for — Huish's "B and S" being without ques- 
tion the best moment of hts life — the moral idea of 



THE MIRROR OF THE SOUTH SEAS 347 

session of their temperaments — though nobody 
could possibly improve on Huish's vocabulary. Yet 
he would not succeed so well as Stevenson with the 
fabulous meaning, one of the most difficult ideas to 
handle in philosophy, and convincing perhaps only 
in the novels of Thomas Hardy. 

HI 



Stevenson has written two short and very perfect 
bles of the lust for gold as he saw it in that part 
I the world: "The Bottle Imp" and "The Isle of 
' Conceived in the finest vein of his imagina- 
D and touched with the poetry of island life, they 
! more nearly Polynesian romances than any- 
ing else of their author's. "The Bottle Imp" is 
, from a German story and vastly improved. 
No setting could suit the idea better than the Pa- 
It was written for the natives and first printed 
I Samoan — a tale such as Tusitala. teller of tales, 
;ht be expected to invent. "The Isle of Voices" 
il about South Sea magic, which is quite unlike the 
gic of Jack and the Bean Stalk, Hans Andersen, 
r the Arabian Nights. One feels, in spite of him- 
rff, tike the missionary in another of Stevenson's 
stories, that there is "something in it." It is full 
of a barbaric terror and superstition that is yet 
pervaded by a very real meaning and a vivid charm. 
The scenery is ne\'er a mere fair>'-Iand scenery. The 
spell is that of reality. Mrs. Stevenson has said 
that she could never read it without seeing agaia 
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the lagoon at Fakarava where her husband had heart! 
stories something like it from ihe half-caste gov- 
ernor as they sat on the beach in the evening. The 
governor believed his stories and the Stevensons 
did not wholly doubt them. 



CHAPTER XIH 



THE MUtROR OF THE SOUTH SEAS: VAXUMA 



FROM all these tales and their philosophy it 
would be obvious that the writer was a man 
who knew the islands, the natives, and the traders, 
with exceptional intimacy. Yet the extent of Ste- 
venson's travels through Polynesia is not often ap- 
preciated, and before discussing his life in these 
parts and the voltmie about his cruises, In the South 
Seas, I wish to give here an itinerary which I be- 
lieve is more exact than the reader will be apt to 
discover elsewhere. 

The seventy-ton racing schooner, Casco, ninety- 
five feet in length, with Captain Otis, a cook, four 
deck-hands (sea-lawyers all of them), Mrs. Thomas 
Stevenson, Mrs. R. L. Stevenson, Lloyd Osboumc 
(then twenty years old), Valentine Roch (who 
the captain insisted should ship as cabin-boy) and 
R. L. S. sailed from San Francisco on June twenty- 
eighth, 1888, and sighted Nukuhiva in the Marquesas 
(high islands) just a month later. This was a voy- 
age of some twenty-eight htmdred sea miles nearly 
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He spent a week at the leper colony on the island of 

Molokai. From Honolulu Mrs. Thomas Stevenson 

went home to Scotland, Stevenson then expecting 

I follow before the end of the year. 

On June twenty- fourth, Stevenson, his wife, 

loyd, and tlieir cook, Ah Fu, whom they had 

deed up in the Marquesas in place of the original 

Mdo-Jap, took passage with Captain Reid on the 

; schooner Equator, and arrived in Butaritari 

1 the Gilberts (low islands), a journey of two 

ind miles southwest, July thirteenth. It was 

1 this voyage that Stevenson and Ltoyd, in order 

frdefray their expenses, began to construct the mad 

t of The Wrecker from a mysterious yam that 

ad come to them in Honolulu. After some six 

weeks at Butaritari they went on two hundred miles 

in a southeasterly direction to Apemama in the same 

group, arriving there September first. King Tem- 

binok admitted them into the royal enclosure as his 

ests, giving Stevenson probably his most intimate 

; of island life. They were there two months, 

nming to Butaritari in the Equator, and from 

: cruising about in a general southeasterly di- 

1 and reaching Apia (Apia) in Upolu, of the 

tan group (high islands), a direct distance of 

Mrteen hundred miles, on December 7, 1889. 

5 yet Stevenson had little thouglu of settling in 
i>lynesia. He intended to collect material for his 
(ok concerning the islands and return to England 
\ Sydney. But during January he bought four 
mdred acres behind Apia on Vaca Mountain and 
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decided to build a house. For six months he lived 
in Apia chiefly with the American trader, H. J. 
Moors, who became his great friend and who has 
written a book of Stevensonian reminiscences, Ste- 
venson was then busy getting information for his 
Foot-note to History, an account of the interna- 
tional difficulties in the Samoan Islands. 

In February, 1890, the Slevensons went to Syd- 
ney, where Mrs, Strong was waiting to see tlicm 
on their way to England. Here he immediately 
became ill with colds and indigestion. It was during 
this visit to Sydney that he wrote his open letter 
about Father Damien in reply to accusations against 
the priest's character in a private letter by the Rev- 
erend Mr. Hyde of Honolulu, which had hetn 
printed without that gentleman's knowledge. Da- 
mien had died at Molnkai of Ii'.nrcMiv in Anril. whik 
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Uoyd Osboumc was dispatched to Skerryvore for 
Ihcir household goods. Stevenson and his wife 
went back to Apia in October, and they lived six 
months in a rough house on Iheir land. In January, 
1891, he again went to Sydney to meet his mother, 
and, after a third sharp illness there, he returned 
with her. reaching Apia March first ; but the house 
was not ready and she went to visit friends in Aus- 
tralia and New Zealand for two months. She re- 
turned the middle of May, and Mrs. Strong and 
ber boy, Austin, came a week later. By this time 
bouse at Vailima plantation had been buUL It 
considerably enlarged at the end of the next 






Stevenson paid one more visit to Sydney early in 
1893, fUid in September went up to Honolulu for a 
rest from the harassing political troubles at Samoa. 
He was taken sick, however, with pneumonia, and 
his wife came on to take care of him. They re- 
Jttimcd to Apia' in November, During the last 
Mar of Stevenson's life he left the island only on 
Bort boating excursions. He died suddenly at 
Vailima from an infusion in the brain on December 
16, 1894.' 



^■bnotu 



Apia is cfnlratly located in PolTtiUT*. nearly miilwajr be- 
in the New Hcbridcj wid Tahiti. It is i260 milM to 
lotulu, 2,355 to Sydney, 4,161 to San Francisco. Ste»en- 
'■ houae <t Vailima ii now the residence of ttie German 

• It lecfns worth remarking here the energy whidi Mr*. 
Thoma* StcvenMir) diiplayed in tlietc last yean of her Hit. 
She was nearly sixty when she first went to the South Sea* 
with her son in the Catco. She came out again in 1891 and 
d two years. Then, after a year's absence In Scotland, 
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■Shorter tales that we have noticed, there are also 
JVeir of Hemtiston and St. Ives (both unfinished). 
The Master, and Daind Balfour. A niimber of his 
most interesting essays, poems, and sketches belong 
to this period, notably "A Christmas Sermon," 
"Rosa Quo Locorum," "A Family of Engineers." 
I Foot-note to History, "Father Damien," the 5a/- 
His record of South Sea travel, a book of 
r hundred pages, and his letters to Colvin, would 
me be a sign of considerable \'itality. When 
1 lay unconscious on his death-bed, one of 
E physicians in attendance remarking the thinness 
[ his arms said, "How can anybody write books 
1 arms like these?" That he had written them 
I with arms like those seemed miraculous. Stc- 
xison's vitality seems to have been chiefly a matter 
f spirit, to have had a peculiarly nervous and untir- 
5 quality. The details of daily life, on the cruises 
1 aftenvard when building his house at Vailima 
lantation, his wife and Lloyd Osboume were never 
e to take quite off his shoulders. He seems never 
I have long neglected the minor responsibilities of 
Sie life he shared. Mrs. Strong was his devoted 
amanuensis, but the mechanics of book-making rest, 
after all. very largely on the author himself. Mr. 
Moors was of Ihe greatest service during the months 
of settling and building at Vailima: yet it is no 
small accomplishment to have a house built for you 
and an estate developed, and to follow the personal 
grievances of a score of native servants, and all 
^Ihe time to satisfy the curiosity of visitors. 
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\ the Pacific. "Indeed, we all speak different 
cts," he remarks, and adds elsewhere, "but, in- 
, I think we all belong to many countries." 
> stands, morcnvcr, not for the curiosity of a 
traveler, but for what Stevenson regarded as a 
normal human duty. Frequently he mentions the 
duty of understanding people, the duty of affection 
and of cultivating those habits that make its chan- 
nels easy. The Slevensons were criticized by puri- 
tans at home for their rather easy-going ways in 
Polynesia. But the emphasis that Stevenson placed 
on a new sort of morality, a more positive sort 
than that of the puritans, was perfectly exemplified 
there and most beautifully rewarded. 

The signal instance is the Road of the Loving 
Heart which the rebel Mataafa chiefs completed 
for him on their release from a political iraprison- 

ait that Stevenson had done all in his power to 

leviate. They had come immediately to Vailima 
mtation. Mrs. Strong, in her charming book, 

Kribes the incident as follows: "Louis enter- 
! them in the smoking-room; we all sat on the 

>or in a semi-circle and had ofa made. Their 
speeches were very beautiful, and full of genuine 
gratitude as ihey went back over the history of 
every kindness Uiat Louis had done for them. In 
proof of their gratitude they offered to nuke a 
road, sixty feet wide, connecting us with the high- 
way across the island. The offer touched and sur- 
prised Louis very much, and though he tried to 
leftise, they overruled every objection. He said 
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i f they rnade the road he would like to name it The 
Road of the Grateful Hearts,' but they said no. It 
v.ould be called 'The Road of the Loving Heart,' 
in the singular, and they asked me to copy out A 
paper they had written with that name, and all their 
titles attached, to be painted on a board and put 
up at the cross-roads."' Stevenson's friend, Mr. H. 
J. Moors of Apia, in whose reminiscences I believe 
you will find the truest, certainly the least flattering, 
picture of Stevenson in Samoa that has been made, 
says that while Stevenson cut no great llgure in the 
minds of most white men in Samoa, to the natives he 
was a prophet. "By them he was honored as a man 
set apart from his fellows. They made the 'Road o£ 
Gratitude' . . . leading up to his house, in 
memory of a great kindness; and when he died they 
cut the track ud the steeo slooe of Vaea that theii 
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was bent on changing barbaric manners and cus- 
toms, so many of which are gentility itself compared 
to certain others in Europe ; but because he was bent 
on creating s>Tiipathy between men of different 
races. The value to the world of such documents as 
Ori's farewell at Tautira, on the one hand, and, on 
^tbe other, the chapters about tlie cannibalism that 
[existed next door to Ori, is inestimable. These things 
E done with an equally vivid comprehension. But 
e book as a whole could not be one of his literary 
He makes the mistake of attempting 
» be every now and again impersonal instead of 
f jinpressjonistic. The tone of the thing is uneven, 
Ut one moment like an encyclopedia, at the next 
c a letter. The probability is that a book of trav- 
I will be chiefly interesting as it reveals the lra%'- 
An impersonal traveler, is, in literature, a mere 
menttty. So most people, who are not curious 
Mt Polynesian customs, 6nd In the South Stas 
ther dull reading whenever the author is not in 
llie foreground. Nearly all Stevenson's writings 
■present qualities, like romance or bravado or 
fine cheer, that were especially his own. A few 
chapters without a glimpse of the familiar gestures 
and attitudes, and we lose interest. In the South 
Seas is not very characteristic, nor does it go very 
deep. A successful struggle for vividness is accom- 
panied by no very significant comment It is the 
opposite of The Amateur Emigrant — the opposite 
one might say, of Stevenson himself. There is littfc 
■Rnpbasis, little exercise of choice. ^H 
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forma of vice, absurd and utterly inartistic 
M. Civilization, as it reaches these barbarians, 
I ridiculous parody of what we think it to con- 
sist in at home. And here we have again, in some 
sense, a mirror for our civilization, showing it in a 
new light. But it is not the mirror we expect an 
artist to hold up for us, the mirror which Conrad, 
or Kipling, or Pierre Loti has held up. There are 
not many pages in the whole volume of very dis- 
tinguished observation. There is a continual sym- 
pathy and understanding which yet fails curiously 
lo be very illuminating. Nor does Stevenson's art 
■ f description, at which he worked so consciously 
■n jtjuth, stand him in verj- good stead throughout 
the whole book. The best of it is undoubtedly 
the description of the king of Apemama in Part IV. 
^Jbii is the portrait of the man who embodies and 
^^■pears to make consonant a strange medley of 
^Hpits— originality, force, intelligence, utter laziness, 
^^Jd the old inherited superstitions and fears. Mean- 
while Chapter IV in Part I. on "Death," an astound- 
ing testimony to the inroads of civilized diseases on 
Die islands, and to the grim necessity of keeping 
I population by arbitrary methods on others, 
Rild make a wise man ponder. (After all. the 
tet is an island, and an island from which the pos- 
flity of voyaging seems hardly worth considera- 
l) The portrait of Vackehu and Stanislao in 
aptcr !X, the "story of a plantation" in Chapter 
t sample that shows Stevenson's aptitude for 
Tarious pieces of historical writing he de- 
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signed but rarely carried out — the approach to and 
description of the atolls of the dangerous archi- 
pelago, especially of the beach at Fakarava, in Part 
II, are ali remarkable pieces of writing, 

IV 

Of all his literary work after 1888, it is quite 
possible that another generation will find the Vailimii 
Letters to Colvin and other friends the outstandii^ 
product. Joseph Conrad, whose preference for 
In the South Seas to Treasure Island has been re- 
corded in the Biographical Edition of the letlen, 
may very likely prefer the letters to The Ebb-Tid( 
and to The Wrecker. Among my own acquaintance, 
good judges of what has lasting interest and what 

Viae Tint ini-lmo th^t •anv -init nrUM thirttr ■ahmtt (he 
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atber his untiring fidelity to the art of living. At 
in Samoa he was much closer to life, much 
ire implicated in his environment, than he was 
at twenty-five in Edinburgh. His interest, there- 
fore, is less in the telling, more in the thing itself, 
which always means with a writer that the distinc- 
here implied has ceased to exist for him. 
The original scheme of the Vailima letters was 
quite fulfilled. Toward the end of 1890 when 
was settling on his plantation, he began 
irt of diary for Colvin which soon suggested to 
the idea of having it published after his death, 
the plan was no sooner definitely in mind than 
regularity in making a diary was abandoned, and 
have, instead of an interesting diarj'. a more 
[resting set of letters. For four years they re- 
practicaJly every phase of Stevenson's life and 
his peculiar surroundings. 

His literary work is still Stevenson's largest era- 
lymcnt and occupies the largest place in his cor- 
idence. This is worthy of remark ; for. on the 
hand, all the allurements of a tropical climal^ 
and the needs of health beckoned toward a life of 
extreme ease, and, on the other hand, the fascinating 
pursuits of supervising, building, estate-making, 
agriculture, called especially to Sic%'cnson's enthu- 
siasm for physical tasks. He might verj- well have 
lived cheaply, satisfied himself with the generous 
income he then had, and attempted no very long 
or trying flights. And had he done so, my own 
ion is that we should be the gainers, that we 
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should have more tales like "The Beach of Falcsi" 
and "The Bottle Imp," and none like St. Ivts and 
The Wrecker. But Stevenson seems to have beat 
little influenced mentally by the climatic relaxation. 
He still wrote nervously and without the calm fuH 
view. His energies still drew him into tasks where 
the prolonged vigorous thinking which he could not 
command could alone have guided him successfully. 
As a critic, ex post facta, he is. however, as ur» 
bane, as little self-assured, as any man of his pops- 
lar eminence whose letters we possess. He is n» 
longer greatly deluded, either fay the enthusiasnr 
of beginnings or by the fact of making an end, 
into thinking the whole as good as it should be. 
It is only over Wiltshire in "The Beach," the moral- 
ity of The Ebb-Tide, the "queer realism" of "The 
Isle of Voices," and "The Bottle Imp," which he 
rightly estimates as one of his "best works and 
ill to equal," that he expresses himself with any 
degree of ultimate satisfaction. About Th* £W- 
Tide, he was at first very doubtful. He says that 
there seemed to be "a veil of words" over it, and 
that he more and more likes "naked writing." and 
yet that with the longing for full color the veil 
comes again. The Young Chez>alier {St. Ives), he 
says, is in very full color, and he fears it for that, 
reason. There is a humorous letter. May 29-JurK 
18, 1893, that tells of his struggles to finish Tkt 
Ebb-Tide, how he can not get beyond page ninety- 
three of his manuscript, how he struggles up to page 
ninety-seven, but is thrust back, how he touches 
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page one hundred and one, fighting with dyspepsia 
Hid the effects of tobacco meanwhile, and at last, at 
4:15 p. u. on June fifth, after "13 days about as 
Bftarly in hell as a man could expect to live through," 
be finishes the book. 

In a letter, at this same time, to S. R. Crockett. 
^ which he has spoken very dubiously of both 
Thr Ebb'Tide and IVeir of Hermision. he adds this 
postscript : "P. S. — Be it known to this fluent gen- 
ration that I. R. L. S., in the forty-third year of 
ly age and the twentieth of my professional life, 
TOte twenty-four pages in twenty-one days, woric- 
\g from six to eleven, and again in the afternoon 
rom two to four or so, without fail or intcmip- 
bon. . . . Such was the facility of this prohfic 
niter!" It might be expected that his correspond- 
Bts' enthusiasm would not be very great over The 
Bbb'Tide, and Stevenson so far accepted Colvin'a 
fbvt judgment of the book as to wish Lloyd Os- 
■ne's name removed from the title page so that 
RSpoosibility for a second-rate thing would not 
!St on his young shoulders. But on another read- 
)g, Cblvin somewhat changed his mind, and Mr. 
Dsboume has his share of the credit. When Stc- 
i read the "tract," as he called it, after pub- 
ation, he apparently realized more clearly its im- 
m than he had been able to do before. When 
I ibe mail brought the book, he retired with it and 
read it all before going to bed. He "did not dream 
it was near as good" ; and was afraid he thought it 
.excellent — ^"a Uttle indecision about Altwater. not 
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About St. Ives he has. 6nally, little good to say- 
in spite of the enthusiasm of labor recorded so d 
lightfuliy in the memoirs of his amanuensis. " 
tissue of adventures," Stevenson calls St. Ives, wid 
"no style in particular" — a remark which shoi 
that a distinct tone without much meaning was n 
style for R. L. S. "No philosophical pith under thi 
yarn," probably explains what he means by thii 
"No philosophy, no destiny to it," he says again- 
"some of the happenings very good in themselves 
I believe, but none of them bildcnde, none of then 
constructive, except in so far as they make up I 
kind of sham picture of the time, all in italics a 
all out of drawing," 

Of David Balfour, though he wrote Mrs. Sitwd 
that it was his high-water mark — a judgment I 
on his great partiality for the character of David- 
he could also say to W. H. Low that for the "tt^ 
flower" of a man's life it seemed inadequate: "SnuB 
is the word; it is a small age and I am of it." 
Wrecker, he tells Henry James, is a machine, a po 
lice machine; "but I believe Uie end is one of the 
most genuine butcheries in literature." By this he 
probably refers to the pastoral denouement at Bar* 
blzon and the way in which all the villains in the 
story go scot free. "It didn't set up to be a boolb 
only a long tough yam," he explained.' 

Many such rather casual remarks, taken togcthe 

' Every one who is interested in these books thotild 
what Stevenson has to say regarding collalmratioa itnd ihe 
of collaborate character drawint;. <■> ^ teUer to hli coaitn 
Lettm. Biographical EditioD. IV, p. 355. 
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with his acute and generous praise of contem- 
poraries — of Kipling, Barrie, Weyman, Conan 
Doyle — show Stevenson as a man unusually free 
from that vanity of authorship which is often attrib- 
mcd to him. It has, in fact, been the habit of recent 
criticisms to confuse a type of vanity which he 
singularly lacked with the delightful vanity which 
Stevenson, the invalid, displayed on all occasions 
in recounting his triumphs of social or physical 
prowess, or in his similar pride in putting tlirough 
the manual labor of book-making under trying con- 
ditions. His letter to George Meredith, which we 
have quoted, is the depth of that tone; and its 
lighter accents are audible in all those descriptions 
of his farm labors, his management of domestic 
affairs, and his position as adviser to the natives. 
It was part of Stevenson's character that, being 
denied a normal social and physical life, he sfiould 
indulge a little bravado in that field whenever the 
chance offered. This explains the lone, the per- 
sonality, of his earliest books of travel, and now 
once more it furnishes a zest for writing long let- 
teri about his adventures at Vailima. 

In one of the first of them he has made a very 
poignant observation that all professional literarj- 
men will understand- I^Ie has been describing his 
enthusiasm for outdoor work, weeding, clearing, 
path-making, the oversight of laborers, which last 
delight, he says, "becomes a disease." "And the 
strange tiling that I mark is this; If I go out and 

Jce stxpense, bossing my labourers and flyiag 
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jife did not lack for that excitement and variety 
which he seemed to require, and many circumstances, 
which for others are ao often negative in their ef- 
fect, he used on the positive side of existence. This 
is perhaps the last word that may be said concerning 
an optimist's character. 

Among the more serious features of the corre- 
spondence is the constant evidence of Stevenson's 
part in local pohtical atTairs. Colvin, who rather 
deprecates this, has yet given a very concise and 
dear summary in the fourth volume of letters in 
the Biographical Edition, of the facts in the situa- 
tion. There is a more elaborate and equally clear 
account in Moors's book. Armed with these ex- 
planations the reader has no difficulty in following 
Stevenson's references. They assume a large im- 
p ortance ; and anybody with a real knowledge of 
^Htevenson's mind will appreciate how deeply inter- 
cepted he could be in the questions of justice, espe- 
^^fally of justice to the natives, which were involved 
in the international disputes at Samoa. The Foot- 
Hotf to History and the Letters to "The Times" 
are his real dooiments in the matter. But perhaps 
his pictures, in the letters, of Cedarkrantz and von 
Pilsach, the local officials, but really two characters 
^^kt of opera buffe, and his many prophecies as to 
^Ke outcome of entanglements, are more interesting 
^Ib the casual reader. The Polynesian Stevenson 
seems to have known instinctively, Stanislao at 
Nukuhiva had flatteringly told him that if he would 
I there he would be obeyed throughout the 
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islands. Mataafe, the rebel chief who came into 
power after Stevenson's death, and who had been 
his great friend among the Samoans, regarded Tusi- 
ta!a as his wisest adviser. 

The most interesting single incidents in the letters 
are the expeditions to native villages, and the feasts 
at Vailima. In August, 1892, he took Lady Jersey, 
incognito, to visit Mataafe's court, where they spent 
the night and were honored, after breakfast, by a 
royal kava ceremony and much speech-making. At 
Vailima Stevenson entertained very lavishly — fof 
the sake of the natives not least. Moors, who had 
a great deal to do with Stevenson's finances, thinks 
the household expenses amounted to some six thou- 
sand five hundred dollars a year, and that Stevenson 
spent in all about hventy thousand dollars on land 
anr\ hniispc u/hirti wa<. hnurcv4>r. tint mnrT' than eiat- zi 
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In regard both to the outward facts of this final 
period and to the humors of his personality, the 
Vaihtna letters give a singularly complete impression 
which in no essential details is modified by the 
published gossip of visitors. To a student of his 
character these letters thus come as a crowning 
satisfaction. Stevenson was what he seemed to be, 
a man intensely interested in all the little details of 
immediate circumstance. Hence a man of very 
varying humor. He had none of the serenity of 
aloofness, none of the superiorities of preoccupa- 
tion, and also none of its narrowness. He met life 
constantly. He never shirked. He had a dozen 
levels on which to meet it without ever reaching 
either pettiness or greatness. His friends seem not 
to have thought of him as a great man. Greatness 
has something daemonic, something above and be- 
yond our every-day scrutiny. Greatness is a power- 
ful and a rare inspiration. It points toward the 
stars. In place of greatness Stevenson embodied, 
to a rare yet always comprehensible extent, human 
S3rmpathy, which points toward the more immediate 
mysteries of daily life. 



CHAPTER XIV 



LOOKING DOWN FROM THE MUX 



A CCORDING to wise men ot all sorts there are 
Xxoiily two forms of happiness in this world: 
the hopeful happiness of romance and the satisfied 
happiness of success. The web of life ts made 
from their incessant interweaving. But while suc- 
cess is nominally the brighter strand in the patten. 
tlie strand by which we oftenest recognize the pat- 
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pers already arrived on the docks of success, and 
many experts, geniuses, and millionaires, still voy- 
aging on the ship of romance. On the whole, are 
nt the followers of romance the happier men? 
eir wisdom begins where the others' wisdom 
Iftves off, and their satisfactions, being satisfactions 
I eternal expectancy, are really the more constant. 
ley more rarely come to an end. Is not their 
ipiness, then, bound to go beyond the others'? 
r they will be satisfied with nothing short of the 
werse, while it is conceivable that the devotees 
f success could be persuaded to limit themselves 
to the planet. 

It does no good to say that this is mere talk, and 
that since both tjfpes are actually limited to the 
planet, and hence must ultimately be practical and 
worldly, they will ultimately be one and the same. 
Is not the immediate reply to this that their most 
striking difference is observable in this very connec- 
tion? The devotees of success are quite capable of 
filling the planet with themselves, and can be seen 
sitting don-n daily to take stock of that eminently 
practical achievement. But the followers of ro- 
mance have already begun to deduce the universe, 
like the gods, from their station in the ether. That 
nothing may ever be done with their deductions to 
increase the stock of planetary success is quite beside 
t point. Even if a thousand generations hence the 
Ulcers still have not ascertained the practical 
f their guesses, they will yet prove wiser than 
devotees. For beside the devotees' worldly 
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wisdom, the profound depth of the romancers' ex- 
perimental ignorance will be as an inexhaustible 
well of light. 

But let us reduce the scale to something com- 
mensurate with our unepical imaginations. Happi- 
ness has often been described, and that by very 
wise old men, as of the valley. Toward the end of 
life, ur at least after the storm and stress, it seems 
likely that a man will hit on this homely figure, and. 
fooling himself by a word, carry us along to be- 
lieve that youth is less happy than age, when he 
means only that it is less satisfied. Doctor Johnson 
and Eoswell were one day driving in a post-chaise. 
"Sir," said Boswell, "you observed one day at 
General Oglethorpe's that a man is never happy for 
the present but when he is drunk. Will you not atM 
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to contemplate the world, but in which to grow ig- 
norant of it. 

A hundred years later, the orthodox picture of 
IBppiness has considerably altered — just as the 
ihodox notion of eternity as a heaven of perfect 
; where nothing new ever happens has grown 
' a belief in eternal evolution. So, from our 
int of view, Stevenson's fable for philosophers 
j happiness, "Will o' the Mill." is a more reason- 
■y constructed affair than was Doctor Johnson's, 
rvcnson has also another advantage than that of a 
Eer century — the advantage of writing his fable 
early in his own career instead of in old age. "Will 
o' the Mill," on his hillside above the plain, is. at all 
sits, favorably situated. He h given a fair start. 
B is not buried in the prejudices of a valley. Nor 
( he so far dehumanized as to think satisfaction 
Kible in a state that bars all hope. The Happy 
llley was a self-contradiction. The Mill, how- 
is the apex of consistent idealism. It is a 
lerb vantage point. The world is ever before it 
|looks out over the world, understands the world. 
[ yet is never of the world. That is its ideal 
tsition, its strong unpractical advantage. It sus- 
Ins every hope but will risk no failures. Hence it 
i* a place in which to grow worldly-wise without 
experience — an illuminating paradox, not an impos- 
sibility. It is not far different from our idea of the 
Bition of God in that spiritual wisdom toward 
I wc strive to rise out of our terrible experi- 
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All life flows down past the Mill toward experi- 
ence. Only a little rises to return. Life yearns for 
the plain. And the image of lliis for Will was the 
running water that went singing over the weir. The 
romance of the distant world, the lure of the open 
road, this feeling is for him. the foundation of 
linowledge and the explanation of history. "The 
running water carried his desires along with it as 
he dreamed over its fleeting surface." But his wis- 
dom lay in images. The fat philosopher who took 
him out under the stars had shown him that actual 
experience could at the most cover but the smallest 
fraclion of a man's knowledge, and often proved 
only a dulling of the imagination at that. Why not, 
then, know all life ideally as we know the stars? 
Tiiis one lesson taught Will more about the world 




LOOKING DOWN FROM THE MILL 377 



he perceived only that by patient waiting happiness 

had come to his door. He had not sought it out. 

It was hke an asset of contemplation, like a new 

hope, and then merely hke an idea. So he realized 

that to possess it bodily would be directly against 

his whole philosophy. Even in regard to marriage, 

he iherefore decided to remain a sheer romancer. 

This was his highest accomplishment and also the 

I height of his vanity. At first he could not see that 

e had make a mistake. But presently the object of 

! romance married and then died, and he was left 

t his delicious fancies turned to stone upon hts 

He was not, however, disillusionized. In- 

I he made one of his wise sayings: "When I 

s a boy," he said, "I was a bit puzzled and hardly 

few whether it was myself or the world that was 

■ious and wonh looking into. Now, I know it is 

self, and stick to that." The idealist's refusal 

t and to suffer results in a sort of cold wisdom 

t deadens the passions and leaves introspection to 

e the place of the greater romance of living. 

In the end Will's lost experiences rise about htm, 

like exhalations from the flowers of his garden 

which he had always refused to pluck, holding that 

his pleasure in them was greater where they were. 

He knows, as lie welcomes death, tliat he has missed 

the fragrance of life. 

II 

it we want to see is one who can breast into 
world, do a man's works, and still preserve hts 
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g\e, the denial that success is a valid object — there 
it is, consistent and paradoxical. 

Would you hear Stevenson's description of suc- 
cess? It is particularly interesting because it comes 
just before that sentence about failure being the 
fate allotted. 

"To be honest, to be kind — to earn a little and 
to spend a little less, to make upon the whole a 
ily happier for his presence, to renounce when 
It shall be necessary and not be embittered, to 
a few friends, but these without capitulation 
— above all, on the same grim condition, to keep 
friends with himself — here is a task for all that a 
has of fortitude and delicacy. He has an am- 
icus soul who would ask more; he has a hopeful 
lirit who should look in such an enterprise to be 
isful." 

We take this as Stevenson's description of suc- 
It is really his description of failure. It is, 
t says, the best we can do, for we are intended to 
The romanticist always fails. His great plans 
ftisb and all that remains for self-congratulation 
t of the storm and stress is his humanity, his cu!- 
Beware of material success. Beware also of 
•er intellectualism, that it does not leave us high 
1 dry without the human touch, without tlie little 
J record behind us. 
^ But while failure is the fate allotted, failure in 
iitng great, or even in anything small that has 
lired our finest effort, is not Just failure. It is 
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had proved his theorem of the livableness of life. 
This man who was carried to his grave on the shoul- 
ders of Samoan chiefs, as if he were a king, had 
there, at the hands of an alien people, not only the 
final tribute to a European literary fame, but a most 
perfect acknowledgment of his citizenship in the 
world. 
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"In die highlands, in the country places. 

Where the old plain men have rosy faces. 

And the young fair maidens 

Quiet eyes; 

W'here essential silence cheers and blesses. 

And for ever in the hill-recesses 

Her more lovely music 

Broods and dies. 

"O to mount again where erst I haunted; 

Where the old red hills are bird-enchanted. 

And the low green meadows 

Bright with sward; 

And when even dies, the million-tinted. 

And the nig-ht has come, and planets glinted, 

Lo ! the valley hollow, 

Lamp-bestarred. 
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